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AUTOBIOGRAPHY,

BY JOHN B. GOUGH.

PART FIRST.

It may be asked by many individuals, whose eyes will

fall on these pages, why I have thought it requisite to add

one to the already numerous autobiograpliies extant? I

answer, that justice to myself, in some measure, demands

an explicit statement of the principal incidents in an hitherto

eventful life ; those incidents, or, at least, many of them,

having, in frequent instances, been erroneously described

by the press generally. Besides this, many who have heard

my verbal narrations, have intimated a desire to become

more fully acquainted with a career, which, although it has

extended but little beyond a quarter of a century, has

been finiitful of adventure. To gratify others, rather than

myself, has been my object in reducing to a permanent

form my somewhat eventful history. I make no pretensions

to literary merit, and trust this candid avowal will disarm

criticism. Mine is, indeed, a ' short and simple annal of the

poor ;' and if the perusal of these pages should cheer some

fainting wanderer on the world's highway, and lead him

far from the haunts of e\Til, by the still waters of temperance,

my labor wUl have been well repaid. Truth constitutes the

1
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merit of my tale, if it possess any merit ; and most of us

know that real life often furnishes stranger stories than

romance ever dreamed of; and that facts are frequently

more startling than fiction.

I was bom on the twenty-second of August, 1817, at

a romantic little watering-place, named Sandgate, in the

county of Kent, England. My father had been a soldier

in the fortieth and fifty-second regiment of foot, and was

in the enjoyment of a pension of £ 20 per annum, having

frequently fought during the Peninsular war, and been

wounded in the neck. I remember as well as if it had been

but yesterday, how he would go tlirough military exercises

with me, my mimic weapon being a broom, and my
martial equipments some of his faded trappings. I was

not destined, however, to see how fields were won. With

what intense interest have I often listened to his descriptions

of battle-fields, and how have I shuddered at contemplating

the dreadful scenes which he so gi-aphically portrayed.

He was present at the memorable battle of Corunna, and

^\itnessed its hero, Sir John Moore, carried from that fatal

field. ' Here,' he would say, ' was such a regiment,— there

such a battalion ; in this situation was the enemy,— and

yonder was the position of the general and his staff*.' And

then he would go on to describe the death of the hero,—
his looks, and his burial near the ramparts, until my young

heart would leap with excitement. Apart from such attrac-

tions as these, my father possessed few for a child. His mili-

tary habits had become as a second nature with him. Stem

discipline had been taught him in a severe school, and it

being impossible for him to cast off" old associations, he was

not calculated to win the deep affections of a cliild, although,

in every respect, he deserved and possessed my love. He

received his discharge from the army in the year 1823.
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My mother's character was cast in a gentler mould. Her

heart was a fountain, whence the pure waters of aftection

never ceased to flow. Her very being seemed twined with

mine, and ardently did I return her love. For the long

space of twenty years she had occupied the then prominent

position of schoolmistress in the \-illage, and frequently

planted the first piinciples of knowledge in the minds of

children, whose parents had, years before, been benefited by

her early instnictions. And well qualified by nature and

acquirements was she for the interesting but humble office

she filled, if a kindly heart and a well-stored mind be the

requisites. Of course, I received my first lessons at home

;

but as I advanced in years, it became advisable that I should

be sent to a school, and to one I was accordingly sent.

There was a free school in the village, but my father pos-

sessed too much independence to allow him to send me to

a charity school, and, though he coidd ill afford it, paid a

weekly sum for my instruction at the seminary of ]\Ir. Davis,

of Folkstone. I progressed rapidly in my limited educa-

tion, and became a teacher in the school ; two classes, as

was the custom, were placed under my care ;
the children

of one of them I initiated into the art and mystery of

spelling words of two syllables, and taught the Rule of

Three to a class more advanced.

As most boys will, I sometimes got into petty scrapes,

and once narrowly escaped a serious disgrace. I oc-

casionally gave the reins to a temper which was naturally

passionate, and on a certain occasion, when the order of

' Teachers to your classes ' was given, I exclaimed, * I -svish

the classes were at the devil
!

' One of the boys reported

my remark to the master, saying, 'Please, sir, I heard him.'

He called me to him. I denied that I had uttered such

words 5 but one boy, and another, and another asserting that
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I did, -with ' Please, sir, I heard him, too,' my falsehood was

discovered. I then could deny no longer ; and my master

sternly ordered me, when the school closed, to take my
slate and books home with me. and never retnm to the

school. I sat down moodily in my place, pondering on

what had occuiTcd, and revolving within my mind what

course I should pursue ; for I justly dreaded my father's

anger, and felt convinced that he would not pass my offence

by lightly. After mature consideration, I went to my

master, admitted my fault, reasoned with him, and stated

how much I feared my father's anger, should I be discharg-

ed from the school. Nor were my entreaties without the

desired effect ; for the good man relented, and I was par-

doned, my father never knoAving any thing of the matter.

I was now about eight years of age, and having a keen

taste for the beauties of nature, was often to be found

roaming on Sandgate beach, gazing with wonder on the

great deep, and, as I listened to its everlasting moan, little

dreaming that three thousand miles beyond was a land in

which my lot would one day be cast. There was an old

castle, too, in the vicinity, which had been built years ago,

— ages to my boyish mind,— by Henry the Eighth. I

became a gi-eat favorite of the keeper of this ancient place,

and having acquired some knowledge of the history of the

bluff king Hal, I used to wander through the desolate court-

yards where the rank grass grew ; sit in deserted, ^Nindowless

chambers, where the bat nestled and the owl screamed, or

<jaze from turret and battlement on the sun-ounding sceneiy.

And I would in fancy people the place with its old inhabi-

tants, and see plumed cavaliers and ruffled dames pacing

the comdors or surrounding the groaning board. Katherine

of An-agon, and Ann Boleyn, mth Henry's other wives,

litted by me. I lived, as it were, in the past ; and thus,



AUTOBIOGKAPUr. 5

almost unconsciously, my imagination was cultured, and

my mind imbued with a love of history and poetry.

My father belonged to the Methodist persuasion, and

my mother was a Baptist, but the ditferences in doctrine

existing between them never affected their happiness. As
all in such cases should do, they agreed to differ. Among
other circumstances connected A\-ith this period of my life,

I well remember one which much impressed me. The
venerable and devoted "WilUam "Wilberforce resided, during

a few of the summer months, at Sandgate, for the benefit of

his health. I had heard much of the great philanthropist,

and was not a little delighted when my father took me to

his lodgings, Avhere a prayer-meeting was held. How it

was, I know not, but I attracted jVIr. Wilberforce's attention.

He patted me on my head, said many kind things, and ex-

pressed wishes for my welfare. He also presented me with a

book, and ^\TOte with his own hand my name on the fly-leaf.

Having acquired some reputation as a good reader, he

requested me to read to him. I did so, and he expressed

himself as much pleased. The book presented to me, I long

since lost, but never shall I forget the kindly words of the

venerable giver.

I have remarked, that I was considered to be a good reader.

Often, whilst I have been sitting reading to my mother, as

she sat working by our cottage-door, which faced the sea,

have strangers stayed to listen, attracted by my proficiency

in this art. There was a library in the village, kept by 'Mr.

Purday, and to this place many of the visitors at our water-

ing-place resorted, to learn the news. Very frequently I

was sent for to read to ladies and gentlemen ; and the school-

mistress's son became a general purveyor of the gossip of

the day, in return for which I was rewarded pretty Hberally.

On one occasion, a gentleman, to whom I had read some
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portions of a newspaper, was so pleased, that he took me to

the library, fronting the reading-room, in the same building,

and asked me what book I would like to take. Showing

me a volume which contained hieroglyphical pictures, and a

common prayer-book, he offered me either I might choose.

Now, with all the love of a lad for pictures, I ardently de-

sired the hieroglyphical designs, but, thinking I should be

considered more favorably of if I decided on accepting the

prayer-book, I chose, much against my will, the latter. My
choice was applauded ; and a bright half crown into the

bargain, consoled me for the self-mortification my vanity

had imposed.

About this time I experienced a very narrow escape from

death. I went to school, at Folkstone, and was returning

from that place, one day, accompanied by some other boys,

playing at wagon and horses, four boys personating quad-

nipcds, which I was driving at rather a rapid rate. It

happened that a man, who was engaged in digging a trench

by the side of the road, did not perceive the four lads I was

driving, they having stooped as they passed ; he threw up a

spadeful of clay, for the* purpose of tossing it to some little

distance, and the sharp edge of the implement was driven

with great force against my head. I instantly sunk down

insensible and deluged with blood. I was carried home by

the boys, who in reality became animals of burden, still un-

conscious, to my terrified parents, and for da3^s my life was

despaired of Even when recovery seemed probable, few

hopes of my returning reason were entertained, although,

by the providence of God, I recovered
;
yet, to this day, I

feel the effects of that blow. When excited in speaking, I

am frequently compelled to press my hands on my head, to

ease the pricking and darting sensation I experience ; and

never, I suppose, shall I be entirely free from inconvenience
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from this source. My father had a tender heart, notwith-

standing his habitual sternness, and he never reverted to

this circumstance in after days ^vathout tears.

During ray father's absence in the wars, my mother's

circumstances were very straitened, although, in addi-

tion to school-keeping, she worked industriously at mak-

ing a kind of lace, then very fashionable, and in the

manufacture of which article she greatly excelled. On one

occasion, when our necessities absolutely required extra

exertion, she took her basket of work, and travelled eight

and a half weary miles, to the town of Dovei\ Arrived

there, foot-sore and heart-weary, she threaded the streets

and lanes with her lace, seeking for customers, but not one

did she find; and, after reluctantly abandoning the pursuit,

she once more turned her face towards her home— a home

desolate indeed. Painful, bitterly painful, were my mother's

reflections as she drew near her door, and when she rested

her dreadfully tired frame, she had nothing in the house

with which to recruit her strength. During her absence, a

gentleman had sent for me to the Librar}', and was so

pleased with my reading, that he made me a present of five

shillings ; and Mr. Purday, in addition, gave me sixpence.

! how rich I was. Never had I possessed so vast an

amount of money before, and all imaginable modes of

spending it flitted before my fancy. I went to play -with

some other boys until my mother's return from Dover;

and, soon afterwards, on entering our house, I found her

sitting in her chair, bathed in tears. I asked her what was

the matter ? when she drew me close to her, and looking

in my face, with a mournful expression which I shall never

forget, informed me that all her weary journey had been

fruitless — she had sold nothing. 0! -s^-ith what joy I

drew the crown-piece and the sixpence from my pocket,
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aud placed them in her hand; and with what delightful

feelings we knelt down, whilst she poured out her heart in

thankfulness to God, for the relief so seasonably pro^-ided.

My mother gave me a halfpenny for myself, and I felt far

happier then than I did when I received the shining silver

croAvn-piece : it was all my own, to do as I liked with— to

keep or spend. What an inestimable privilege ! I can, in

all sincerity, say, that never have I received money since

then, which has afforded me such sohd satisfaction; and

some of my most pleasant reminiscences are circumstances

connected with that boyish incident.

I ought, before this, to have mentioned that I had a sis-

ter, two years younger than myself, of whom I thought a

great deal. She was my chief playmate. I used to fre-

quently personate a clergyman, being then very fond of

imitation ; and having rigged up a chair into something as

much resembling a pulpit as possible, I would secure her

services in the way of dressing up rag dolls, which consti-

tuted my congregation, for whose especial benefit I used to

pour forth my mimic oratory, very much to my own amuse-

ment, if not to the edification of my dumb friends, who sat

stiff and starched, perfect patterns of propriety. Then, as

a diversion, I manufactured, from an old bottomless chair,

a very respectable Punch and Judy box ; and many a laugh

have I raised among my young companions by my per-

fonnances in this line. My puppets were of home manu-

facture, but they passed muster well enough, especially with

the boys and gnls, who had never been fortunate enough to

have seen the genuine personifications of these remarkable

characters.

About this time, my father returned home, and soon

afterwards entered the service of the Rev. J. D. Glennie, a

clergyman of the Church of England, and chaplam to Lord
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Damley ; and here I cannot but pay a passing tribute of

respect to this pious and kind-hearted man, who always

treated me mth much consideration. His wife sent for

me, and presented me with ' Doddridge's Rise and Progress

of Religion in the Soul,' ' The Economy of Human Life,'

and ' Todd's Lectures to Uie Young ;' works which shortly

afterwards I perused at sea, when voyaging to America,

they having been given to me the day before I left Sand-

gate.

A very important change in my fortunes now occurred.

I Avas 12 years of age; and my father, foreseeing the diffi-

culty of procurmg me a trade, made an agreement Avith a
family of our village, who were about emigrating to Amer-
ica, that they, in consideration of the sum of ten guineas,

paid by him, should take me with them, teach me a trade,

and provide for me until I was 21 years of age. After

much hesitation, my mother, from a sense of duty, yielded

to this arrangement. I, boy like, felt in high glee, at the

prospects before me. My little arrangements having been

completed, on the 4th of June, 1829, 1 took a last view of

my native village. The evening I was about to depart, a

neighbor invited me to take tea at his house, which I did.

My mother remarked to me aftenvards :
' I Avish you had

taken tea with your mother, John ;' and this little circum-

stance Avas a source of much pain to me in after years.

The parting with my beloved parents was bitter. My
poor mother folded me to her bosom, then she would hold

me oiF at arm's length, and gaze fondly on my face, through

her tearful eyes, reading, only as a mother could, the book of

futurity for me. She hung up, on the accustomed peg, my
old cap and jacket, and my school-bag, and there they re-

mained until, years after, she quitted the house. At length

the parting Avords AA-ere spoken, and I quitted the home of

my childhood, perhaps forever.
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A touching scene it was, as I went through the village

towards the coach-office that evening. As I passed through

the streets, many a kind hand waved a farewell, and not a

few familiar voices sounded out a hearty ' God hless you.'

There was one old dame, of whom I had frequently bou;jht

sweetmeats at her green groceiy, named familiarly Granny

Hogben ; she called me into her shop, and loaded me with

good wishes, buUs' eyes, cakes, and candies, although, poor

affectionate soul, she could ill afford it. The inn was

reached, and, in company with another lad, who was going

out with our family to meet a relative, I mounted the roof

of the London night coach, and was quitting the village,

when, on turning round to take a last look at it, I saw a

crouching feraald form, by a low wall, near the batliing-

machines. My heart told me at once that it was my
mother, who had taken advantage of half an hour's delay,

at the inn door, to proceed a httle distance, in order to have

one more glance at her departing child. I never felt I was

loved so much, as I did from that time. When we arrived

at Ashford, we were placed inside the vehicle. Amongst

many things wliich impressed me on my journey, was the

circumstance of a poor, shivering woman begging alms at

the coach door, at midnight, for whom I keenly felt. At

FootsCray, I again was placed outside the coach. On arriv-

ing near the metropolis, objects of interest increased eveiy

moment, and, when fairly in the great city, of which I had

heard so much, I was almost bemldered with the crowds,

and the multiplicity of attractive objects. A fight between

two bellicose individuals was almost my first town enter-

tainment.

"Whilst I remained in London, I saw some of the great

gratuitous attractions, such as St. Paul's, the Tower, the

Royal Exchange, the Mansion House, and the Monument.
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to the summit of which I ascended, and surveyed from

thence the ' mighty mass of brick, and smoke, and ship-

ping.' On the 10th day of June, every thing being arranged,

I sailed from the Thames, in tlie ship Helen. Passing

Dover, we arrived off Sandgate, on Sunday, when it fell a

dead calm, and the ship's anchors were dropped. I afforded

some amusement to those around me, by the eagerness

with which I seized a telescope, and the certainty \vith

which I averred that I saw my old home. During that

day, boat after boat came off to us from the shore, and

friends of the family I was with paid them visits ; but I

was unnoticed— my relatives did not come. After long and

wearily watching, I at last saw a man, standing up in a

boat, with a white band round his hat. ' That's him ! that's

my father !' I shouted. He soon got on deck, and almost

smothered me Avith his kisses, from which I somewhat

shrank, as liis beai'd made very decided impressions on my
smooth skin. I heard that my mother and sister had gone

to a place of worship, at some distance from Sandgate,

which I regretted much. When evening came on, our

visitors from the shore repaired to their boats, which, when
a few yards from the ship, formed in a half circle. Our
friends stood up in them, and, o'er the calm waters sounded

our blended voices, as we sang :
—

' Blest be the dear uniting love,

Which will not let us part
;

Oui bodies may far hence remove,

We slill are one in heart

'

Boat after boat then vanished in the gloomy distance, and

I went to my bed. About midnight, I heard my name

called d^-] going on deck, I there found my beloved mother

and si:-icr, wlio, hearin'r, on their return home, that I was
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in the offing, had paid half a guinea (money hardly earned,

and with difficulty procured, but readily and cheerfully ex-

pended) to a boatman, to row them to the ship. They

spent an hour (0, how short it seemed!) with me, and

then departed, with many tears. Having strained my eyes,

until their boat was no longer discernible, I went back to

my bed, to sob away the rest of the morning. I felt this to

be my first real soitow. Grief, however, -will wear itself

out; and, having slept somewhat, when I awoke in the

morning, a breeze having sprung up, we were far out at

sea- I never experienced any sea-sickness ; and, had my
expectations ynth respect to the family I was with been re-

alized, I should have been comparatively happy. Occa-

sionally, on looking over my little stock of worldly goods, I

would find little billets, or papers, containing texts of

Scripture, pinned to the different articles. In my Bible,

texts of Scripture were marked for me to commit to mem-

ory : amongst them, I remember, were the 2d, 3d, 4th, and

5th chapters of Proverbs. As Ave voyaged on, I soon began

to feel a diiference in my new situation ; and often did I

bitterly contrast the treatment I received, with that to

which I had been accustomed at home. I wished myself

back agam ; but the die was cast, and so I put up with dis-

agreeables as well as I could. On the morning of the .3d

of August, fifty-fom- days from the tune of sailing, we

arrived ofi" Sandy Hook; and, how I longed, as we

sailed up the Narrows, to be on deck, and survey the

scenery of the Xew World! I was not permitted to do

this ; for, whilst I could hear the shouts of delighted sur-

prise which burst from the lips of the passengers who

crowded the vessel's sides, I was confined below, occupied

in blacking the boots and shoes of the family, in order that

that they might be landed ' sound, and in good order.' We



AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 18

made the land at three in the morning, and were moored

at the wharf, in New York, at three in the afternoon, rather

an unusual thing, as ships are generally detained some

time at Staten Island.

I had got so tired of biscuit,* that I most ardently

longed for some ' soft Tommy,' and was already munching

it in imagination, when my guardians went on shore, leav-

ing me behind. I had anticipated purchasing some dain-

ties immediately, for, having received a little money for a

cabbage-net I had made on board, I possessed the requisite

funds. My capital was, however, not so large as it might

have been, for I had, like other capitalists, negotiated a

loan with the black cook, to whom I advanced an English

crown. The principal and interest, to this day, remain un-

paid, not an uncommon occurrence, I have been since told,

in regard to foreign loans. To return, I was left on board

all night, as my acquaintances did not return ; and, during

their absence, I sought for amusement in gazing from the

vessel on the crowded wharfs. I well remember my sur-

prise, at seeing a boy, about my own age, inserting a plug

of tobacco in his mouth ; but I soon became accustomed to

such things as these, and many, too, of a far stranger nature.

* I would here state, that the family I travelled with had pro-

vided a quantity of fine white pilot bread for the voyage. I suppose

I at first ate very heartily, and that fears were entertained of ray

diminishing the stock ; for when we arrived at Portsmouth, the head

of the family went on shore, and brought back with him a bag of

the most suspicious-looking biscuit I ever laid eyes on. On this

I was exclusively fed during the remainder of the voyage. To do

Mr. justice, I do not think he was altogether to blame in this

matter, fori believe him to have been naturally a kind-hearted man

;

but it is not always that husbands can do exactly as they please ia

this world
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"Wlien I did get an opportunity, I laid in a good stock of

bread ; and having stayed about two months in York City,

during which time I often strolled about the streets, we

started for "Western New York. I was greatly delighted with

the scenery on the Hudson river, which far surpassed any 1

had ever before witnessed. We went to a farm in Oneida

county, where I remained two years, during which period

I was never sent to either a Sabbath or day school. I felt

this much, as I had an ardent desire to acquire knowledge
5

and, tiring of so unprofitable a life, and perceiving, also, that

no chance existed of my being taught a trade, I sold a knife

for the purpose of paying the postage of a letter to my
father, in which I asked his permission to go to New York,

and learn a trade. I sent off this letter clandestinely, be-

cause, hitherto, all my letters home had been pemsed by my
guardians before they were despatched, and I did not wish

their interference in this matter. In due course, I received a

reply to my letter. My father said that as I was old enough

now to judge for myself, I might act according to the dic-

tates of my own judgment. Glad enough was I to have

my fate in my own hands, as it were, and on the 12th of

December, 1831, I quitted Oneida county for New York

city. It may easily be imagined, that I left my situation

with but very little regret, for, although by some of the

members I was treated with consideration and kindness,

yet from those to whom I naturally looked for comfort and

solace, I experienced treatment far different from that

which my father anticipated when he intrusted me to their

guardianship. In all conscientiousness, I can aver, that my
situation, when I left this family, was worse than it was

when I entered it. Here, I beg to make a remark, which

is rendered necessary from the fact of it having been stated

that I have represented the family as dissipated and
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drunken. Such a report never was made by me at any

time, or in any place ; nor did there exist foundation for

such arumor. "Wliisky and cider were used by the family,

but not to excess, that I knew of. In pure self-defence I

make this statement.*

"\Yliilst with the family referred to, a revival of religion

occun-ed in our neighborhood. My mind was much im-

pressed, and I was admitted a member of the Methodist

Episcopal Church. On my arrival in New York, I had
half a dollar only in my pocket, and all the goods I pos-

sessed in the world were contained in a httle trunk, which

I carried. I stood at the foot of Courtland street, after I

left the boat. Hundreds of people went by, on busy feet,

heedless of me, and I felt desolate indeed. But, amidst all

my lonely son-ow, the religious impressions I have just re-

feiTcd to, and, more especially, those Avhich I had derived

from the lips of my beloved mother, afforded some rays ot

consolation which glimmered through the gloom. Whilst I

was standing, pondering whither I should bend my steps, a

man came up to me, and asked where he should carry my
trunk. Then, indeed, the strong sense of my forlornness

came to me, and I scarcely ever remember to have expe-

rienced more bitterness of spirit than on that occasion.

Fancy me, reader! a boy, just fourteen years of age, a

stranger, in a strange city, vrith no one to guide him, none

to adWse, and not a single soul to love, or be loved by.

There I was, three thousand miles distant from home and

friends ; a waif on life's wave, solitary in the midst of thou-

* I never should have referred to this subject, had not a meddle-

some fellow in New York city busied himself about my affairs, im-

peached my veracity, and imputed to me motives which I never

entertained. rer&Kin, sat.
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sandS) and with a heart yearning for kindly sympathy, but

finding none. Whilst musing on my fortunes, all at once •

the following passage entered my mind, and afforded me

consolation :
' Trust in the Lord, and do good ; so shalt

thou dwell in the land, and verily thou shalt be fed.'

Shouldering my trunk, I entered the city, and, ha^dng left

my load in charge of a person, I repaired to the Brown

Jug, public-house, in Pearl street, in which place I re-

mained until the Monday morning following, when I was

recommended to apply to the venerable Mr. Dando, who

was then the agent of the Christian Advocate and Journal.

To this gentleman I told my story, after hearing which, he

went with me to the Methodist book concern (then situated

in Crosby street), where, after some conversation, I was en*

gaged, to attend on the next AVednesday, as errand boy, and

to learn the book-binding business 5 and, for my services, to

receive two dollars and twenty-five cents per week, and to

board myself. Mr. Dando recommended me, as a boarder,

to a Mrs. M -, in William street, at the rate of two dollars

weekly 5 and, low as were the terms, the reader will pres-

ently agree with me in thinking, that it was far too much

for the accommodation I received. To my surprise, I

found, when the hour of rest approached, that I was to

share a bed with an Irishman, who was lying very sick of a

fever and ague. The poor fellow told me his little history

;

and I experienced the truth of the saying, that ' Poverty

makes us acquainted with strange bed-fellows.' He had

emigrated to America, been attacked with the disease I

have mentioned, and now was out of money, but daily in

the expectation of receiving some from his friends. My
companion shivered so much, and was so restless during

the night, that I was wretchedly disturbed ; and, next day,

I told my landlady that I could not possibly sleep m the
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same bed vdth the Irishman again. Accordingly, the next

night, she made me up a wretched couch, in the same

room, under the rafters. It was hard enough, and what is

called a cat's -tail bed ; and so wretchedly situated was it,

that when I stretched my hand out, to pull up the scanty

supply of bed-clothes, my fingers would encounter the half

glutinous webs of spiders, a species of insect to which I

have had, from childhood, and stiU have, an unaccount-

able, but deeply-rooted, antipathy. "Weary as I was, from

want of sleep on the preceding night, I soon fell asleep in

my uneasy bed, but was awoke, in the dead of the night,

by frightful groans, uttered by my sick companion. I

started, and found, to my sui-prise, that the man was up.

I Avas dreadfully frightened, more especially, as he informed

me that he feared he was going to die. I asked him to let

me call assistance ; but he positively forbade it, and then

went and sat on the side of the bed. ! never have I

heard such agonizing exclamations, as broke from the lips

of that dying man, as he called, with terrible earnestness,

on Christ to save him, and on God to be merciful to him.

He seemed anxious to know the hour. I told him I

thought it was near morning, as the cock had crowed.

After some more moaning noises, he suddenly fell back on

the bed. I heard a rattling, gurgling sound, and then aU

was silent. I felt the man was dead, although I could not

see him, and knew that I was alone with Death, for the

first time. ! how slowly dragged on the hours until

da-mi ; and, when the faint light struggled through a little

Avindow in the roof, and gradually brought out the walls

and furniture from the gloom, there lay the dead man on

his back, his mouth wide open, and his eyes glazed, but

staring only as dead eyes can. With a desperate effort, I

started from my bed, gathered my clothes in a bundle^

2
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dressed myself outside the room door, and roused the

woman of the house. She received the intelligence mth
about as much composure as if Death had paid her house

an expected and customary risit, and only remarked, ' Well,

dear soul! he was very patient, and is gone to glory.'

After the poor man's death, his expected fimds amved;
but, alas ! too late.

I soon afterAvards went^to my work, and my business

was to pack up bundles of books for Cincinnati. As I was

working, I fell into a train of thought respecting my deso-

late situation, and, as I mused, the scalding tears fell, in

large di-ops, on the paper I was using. Into the very

depths of my sorrow a kind heart looked ; for, wliilst I was

weeping, a young lady came to me, and asked me what

was the matter ? Her tone of kindness, and look of sym-

pathy, won my confidence, and I informed her of the par-

ticidars of my little histoiy. When I had finished my tale,

she said, ' Poor distressed cliild ! you shall go home Avith

me to-night.' I did so ; and, when I anived at her house,

I saw her mother, Avho was engaged in frying cakes on the

stove. The young girl took her mother aside into an inner

room, and, presently, the latter came out, and said to me,
' Poor boy ! I Avill be a mother to you.' These words fell

like refreshing dew on my young heart; and mother and

sister, indeed, did the benevolent !Mrs. Egbert and her

daughter prove to me. Soon after this, I joined the church

in Alien street ; and, after remaining with the Egberts some
months, I removed, and boarded with my class-leader, ]\Ir.

Anson Willis. I afterwards boarded with a I^Irs. Ketchum

;

but frequently wished that I had remained with Mi-s. Egbert.

During this period of my life, circumstances induced me to

leave the church, and also my place of employment ; and I

became exposed to temptation, and too soon grew thought-
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less of religious tilings I now worked at N. and J. Wliite's,

comer of William and Pearl streets, and, as my prospects

were somewhat improving, I sent for my father, mother,

and sister, to join me in this country. On Saturday after-

noon, in August, 1833, a small note Avas brought, wliich in-

formed me that my mother and sister were on board the

ship President, then lying in the stream. I immediately

left my work, intending to go to them, and was on my way

down Fulton street, when the sole of my shoe got loose,

and I stepped into the bindery of Burlock and Wilbur,

where I had directed my relatives to call on their arrival,

to get a knife to cut it off, when I learned that my mother

had called at the store, a short time before, and had left to

go to William street. I turned into that thoroughfare, and

saw a little woman, rapidly walking, whom I recognized as

her of whom I was in search. She looked every now and

then at a slip of paper which she held in her hand, and fre-

quently glanced from it to the fronts of the houses, as if to

ascertain some particular number. Much as I desired to

>)peak to her, I thought I would try whether she would re-

cognize me or not ; so I went behind her, passed on a little

ivay, then turned, and met her; but she did not observe

fvho I was. I again went behind her, and exclaimed,

Mother !

' At the well-knoAvn sound she turned in a mo-

?ient, and in an instant she had clasped me in her arms,

md embraced me in a very maternal manner, heedless of

he staring passers-by, who were very little used to have

-uch public displays of atfection got up for their amuse-

ment. I returned vdth my mother to the barge, in order to

get her luggage, and, when there, was surprised by a great

girl jumping into my arms, who was so altered from the

time I saw her last, that I had some difficulty in recogniz-

ing my sister. My father did not accompany his wife and
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daughter, for he was loth to lose his hard-earned pension,

and was in hopes to effect a commutation witli the govern-

ment, and receive a certain sum, in lieu of an annual pay-

ment.

At that time I was in the receipt of three dollars a week,

wherewith to support myself; and, with the few articles my
mother brought over, we went to housekeeping. ! how
happy did I feel that evening, when my parent first made
tea, in our ovm home. Our three cups and saucers made
quite a grand show, and, in imagination, we were rich in

viands, although our meal was frugal enough. Thus we

lived comfortably together, nothing of note occurring, until

the November following, when, omng to a want of busi-

ness, and the general pressure of the times, I was dismissed

from my place of work. This was a severe blow to us all,

and its force was increased by my sister who was a straw-

bonnet maker, also losing her employment. Oui- rent was

a dollar and a quarter per week ; but, finding it necessary to

retrench in our expenditure, we gave up our two rooms,

and made one answer our purpose, by dividing it into two

compartments at night, by hanging up a temporary curtain.

Our rent was now reduced to fifty cents a week, and all our

goods and chattels were contained in the garret, which we
continued to occupy until my mother's death. Things

gradually grew worse and worse. Winter, in all its ter-

rors, was coming on us, who Avere Ul prepared for it. To
add to our troubles, wood, during that season, was very

high in price, and, in addition to want, we suffered dread-

fully from cold. I obtained employment only at uncertain

intervals, and for short periods, as errand-boy in a book-

store, in Nassau street, and in a bindery ; but, even with

tliis aid, we were sorely off, and painfully pinched. Thus

was the whole of that dreary winter one continued scene
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of privation. Our sorrows were aggravated by my poor

mother's sickness, and our apparel began to grow wretchedly

scanty. I remember my mother once wisliing for some

broth, made from mutton. Not being able to bear that she

should want any thing she required, I took my best coat,

and having paAN-ned it, procured her some meat, and thus

supplied her wants, so far as practicable. Often and often

have I, when we were destitute of wood, and had no money

to procure any, gone a mile or two into the country, and

dragged home such pieces as I might find lying about the

sides of the road. Food, too, was sometimes wanting ; and

once, seeing my mother in tears, I ascertained that we had

no bread in the house. I could not bear the sight of such

distress, and wandered down a street, sobbing as I went

A stranger accosted me, and asked me what was the mat-

ter 1 'I 'm hungry,' said I
•,

' and so is my mother.' ' Well,'

said the stranger ;
' I can't do much ; but I '11 get you a

loaf;' and when I took this three cent piece of bread home,

my mother placed the Bible on our old ricketty pine table,

and, having opened it, read a portion of Scripture, and then

we knelt down, thanking God for his goodness, and asking

his blessing on what we were about to partake of All

these sufferings and privations my poor mother bore with

Christian resignation, and never did she repine through all

that dreary season.

As the spring came on, both my sister and myself got

employment again, and our situation was bettered for a time.

I now earned four dollars and a half a week; and was en-

abled to redeem my coat. A happy day was that, when I

went in it with my sister to a place of worship. I would

here mention, that, during all that hard wmter, we received

no charitable assistance from any source. Once, and only

once, my mother spoke of some wood which was to be
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given away to the poor, at the City Hall ; but I refused to

allow her to apply for relief there, knowing W^ell that she

would be subjected to the insulting questions of hard-

hearted officials, who took advantage of their office to insult

the unfortunate children of penury. Pity it is, that kind

actions cannot always be performed in a kindly spirit ; but,

too often, such is not the case, in this cold-hearted world.

Glad to this day am I, that I prevented her from being

mortified by a contumely, which I cannot bear to think she

should have borne.

And now comes one of the most terrible events of my
history, an event which almost bowed me to the dust. The

summer of 1834 was exceedingly hot ; and as our room

was immediately under the roof, which had but one small

window in it, the heat was almost intolerable, and my
mother suffered much from this cause. On the eighth of

July, a day more than usually warm, she complained of

debihty, but as she had before suffered from weakness, I

was not apprehensive of danger, and saying I would go and

bathe, asked her to provide me some rice and milk against

seven or eight o'clock, Avhen I should return. That day

my spirits were unusually exuberant. I laughed and sung

with my young companions, as if not a cloud was to be

seen in all my sky, when one was then gathering which was

shortly to burst in fatal thunder over my head. About

eight o'clock I returned home, and was going up the steps,

whistling as I went, when my sister met me at the threshold,

and seizing me by the hand, exclaimed, ^John, mother's dead! '

What I did, what I said, I cannot remember ; but they told

me, aftenvards, I grasped my sister's arm, laughed franti-

cally in her face, and then for some minutes seemed stunned

by the dreadful intelligence. As soon as they permitted
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me, I visited our garret, now a chamber of death, and there,

on the floor, lay all that remained of her whom I had loved

so well, and who had been a friend when all others had

forsaken me. There she lay, with her face tied up with a

handkerchief;—
' By foreign hands her aged eyea were closed

;

By foreign hands her decent lirabs composed.'

! how vividly c^me then to my mind, as I took her

cold hand in mine and gazed earnestly in her quiet face, all

her meek, enduring love, her uncomplaining spirit, her

devotedness to her husband and cliildren. All was now
over ; and yet, as through the livelong night I sat at her

side, a solitary watcher by the dead, I felt somewhat resigned

at the dispensation of Providence, and was almost thankful

that she was taken from the ' evil to come.' Sorrow and

suffering had been her lot through life ; now she was freed

from both ; and loving her as I did, I found consolation in

thinking that she was ' not lost, but gone before.'

I have intimated, that I sat all night watching my moth-

er's cold remains ; such was literally the fact : and none

but myself and God can tell what a night of agony that

was. The people of the house accommodated my sister

below. When the morning da-wned in my desolate cham-

ber, I tenderly placed the passive hand by my mother's

side, and wandered out into the as yet almost quiet streets.

I turned my face towards the wharf, and, arrived there, sat

down by the dock, gazing with melancholy thoughts upon

the glancing waters. All that had passed seemed to me
like a fearful dream, and with difficulty could I at certain

intervals convince myself that my mother's death was a

fearful reality. An hour or two passed away in this dreamy,

half-delirious state of mind, and then I involuntarily pro-
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ceeded slowly towards my wretched home. I had eaten

nothing since the preceding afternoon, but hunger seemed

like my other senses to have become torpid. On my arrival

at our lodgings, I found that a coroner's inquest had been

held on my mother's corpse, and a note had been left by the

official, which stated that it must be interred by noon of the

following day. What was I to do 1 I had no money, no

friends, and what was perhaps worse than all, none to sym-

pathize with myself and my sister, but the people about us,

who could afford the occasional exclamation, ' poor things
!'

Again I wandered into the streets, without any definite

object in view. I had a vague idea that my mother was

dead, and must be buried, and little feeling beyond that.

At times, I even forgot this sad reality. "Weaiy and dispir-

ited, I at last once more sought my lodgings, -where my
sister had been anxiously watching for me. I learned from

her, that, during my absence, some persons had been and

brought a pine box to the house, into which they had placed

my mother's body, and taken it off in a cart, for interment.

They had but just gone, she said. I told her that we must

go and see mother buried; and we hastened after the

vehicle, which we soon overtook.

There was no 'pomp and ckcumstance ' about that

humble funeral : but never went a mortal to the grave who

had been more truly loved, and was then more sincerely

lamented, than the silent traveller towards Potter's Field,

the place of her interment. Only two lacerated and bleed-

ing hearts mourned for her ; but as the almost unnoticed

procession passed through the streets, tears of more genuine

sorrow were shed, than frequently fall when

• Some proud child of earth returns to dust.'
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We soon reached the bui-j-ing-gi-ound. In the same cart

with my mother was another mortal whose spirit had put

on immortality. A little child's coffin lay beside that of

her who had been a soiTOwful pilgrim for many years, and

both now were about to Ue side by side in the 'narrow

house.' When the infant's coffin was taken from the cart,

my sister burst into tears, and the driver, a rough-looking

fellow, with a kindness of manner that touched us, remarked

to her, ' Poor little thing ; 't is better oiF where 't is.' I un-

deceived Mm in his idea as to this supposed relationship of

the child, and informed him that it was not a cliild but our

mother for whom we mourned. My mother's coffin was

then taken out and placed in a trench, and a httle dirt was

thinly sprinkled over it. So was she boiicd !

There was no burial-service read,— none. My mother

was one of God's creatures, but she had lived— died

amongst the poor. She had bequeathed no legacies to

charitable institutions, and how could the church afford

one of its self-denying men to pray over her pauper-grave 1

She had only been an affectionate Avife, a devoted mother,

and a poor Christian ; so how could a bell toll with any

propriety as she drew near to her final resting-place 1 No
prim undertaker, who measured yards of woe on his face

according to the number of hatbands and gloves ordered

for the funeral, was there , and what need, then, of sui-pliced

priest ? Well, it was some comfort to me, that my poor

mother's body could ' rest in hope,' without the hired ser-

vices of either ; and I could not help feeling and rejoicing

that he who wept at the grave of Lazarus, was watching

the sleeping dust of his servant. ! miserable indeed is

the lot of the poor ;— a weary, struggling, self-denying life,

and then a solitary death and an unblessed grave

!
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From that great Go]gotha we went forth together ; and,

unheeded by the bustling crowd, proceeded sadly to our

now desolate chamber, where we sat down and gazed vacant-

ly around the cheerless room. One by one the old familiar

objects attracted our notice. Among other articles, a httle

saucepan remained on the extinguished embers in the grate,

with rice and milk burned to its bottom ! This was what

my mother was preparing for me against my return from

oathing, and the sight renewed my remembrances of her

t^are, which it so happened was exercised for me in her latest

moments. I afterwards was informed that she was found

lying cold on the floor, by a young man who passed our

K»jm-door, on the way to his own, and saw her \jing there.

She seemed to have been engaged in splitting a piece of

pine-wood with a knife, and it is supposed that, whilst

stooping over it and forcing down the knife, she was seized

with apoplexy, and immediately expired.

Whilst we were sadly contemplating our situation and

circumstances, and calling to mind many sayings and

doings of our lost mother, I began to think about our future

course, and said to my sister, ' Now, Mary, what shall we

do 1
' She remarked something, I forget what ; and 1, i,^

turn, made an observation, to the effect, as well as I can

remember, that we could take all our furniture on our backs!

when we, both of us, broke out into a violent fit of laughter,

which lasted for several minutes : and I never, either before

m' since, remember to have been so entirely unable to con-

.trol myself It was a strange thing to hear that hitherto

•silent chamber, in which, for hours, we had scarcely spoken

above a whisper, echoing such unaccustomed sounds, but

so it was ; and I am unable to explain why, unless it be on

the principle of reaction. And yet it was not the laugh of

joy, but more like the fearfully hysterical mirth of sad
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dened hearts, in which, fov the time, all the feelings of

youth had been imprisoned, but by one wild effort had

broken forth, shouting with natural but unbidden glee.

On that Wednesday night, I could not bear to remain in

the house, so I sauntered out, and passed the long hours of

darkness in the streets -,— to lie dowTi I felt was impossible,

BO great was my weight of woe. The next day I passed

weaiily enough, and at night I procured a little sleep; but

from the afternoon of my mother's death, not a morsel of

'bod had passed my lips. I loathed food, and it was not

nntil the Friday evening that I was persuaded to take any.

Every thing alx)ut us so forcibly and painfully reminded us

of her we had lost, that my sister and myself determined

to remove from our lodgings ; and, having disposed of our

feather-bed and a few little matters to the woman of the

house, we paid a week's board in advance at a house in

Spring street. I now began to feel the effects of my
night-watchings and neglect of food, and was taken so sick,

that a city physician attended me for three or four days.

As soon as I recovered, I inquired for my old and kind

friends, the Egberts. They were in the city, and I proceed-

ed to their house, in Suffolk street, where I was received

cordially, and kindly nursed, with all the care of a mother

and sister, during the weak time which followed my indis-

position. My sister and 1 had separated, as she boarded

where she worked, in the upper part of the city.

As soon as I had sufficiently recovered, I scraped together

what money I could, and went on a visit to the family with

whom I left England. With them I remained two months,

and received many condolences on the subject of my moth-

er's death and my lonely situation ; but after, and, indeed,

during this time, I could not help feeling that my absence

would not be regretted, so I made preparations for quitting
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them. Whilst in the country, I spent a few days with Sir.

Elijah Hunt, who, together with Mrs. Hunt, were extremely

kind to me. As my wearing apparel was getting shabby,

Ml-. Hunt, in the kindest manner, provided me with a twen*

ty-five dollar suit, trusting to my honor for repayment when

it lay in my power. Never shall I forget the kindness of

him and his family to me at that time. I started for New
York about September, and there went to work for Mr.

John Gladding, Avho always behaved kindly towards me. I

boarded in Grand street ; and about this time laid the foun-

dation of many of my future sorrows.

I possessed a tolerably good voice, and sang pretty well,

having also the faculty of imitation rather strongly devel-

oped ; and, being well stocked Avith amusing stories, I got

introduced into the society of thoughtless and dissipated

young men, to whom my talents made me welcome. These

companions were what is termed respectable, but they drank.

I now began to attend the theatres frequently, and felt ambi-

tious of strutting my hour upon the stage. By slow but sure

degrees I forgot the lessons of msdom which my mother

had taught me, lost all relish for the great truths of religion,

neglected my devotions, and considered an actor's situation

to be the ne plus ultra of greatness. I well remember, in my
early days, ha^dng entertained, through the influence of my
mother, a horror of theatres 5 and once, as I walked up the

Bowery, and watched the multitudes passing to and fro

from the steps of the play-house there, which I had mounted

for the sake of a better view of the busy scene, this passage

of Scripture came to my recollection, ' The glory of the

Lord shall cover the face of the earth as the waters cover

the sea ;' and I mentally offered up a prayer that that time

might speedily arrive. Not very long afterwards, so Ioav had

I fallen and so desperately had I backslidden, that at the very
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door of that same theatre, which I had, five years before,

wished destroyed, as a temple of sin, I stood applying for a

situation as actor and comic singer ! No longer did I msh
a church should be built on the site of the theatre ; that very

place of entertainment had become at first a chosen, and now,

to support excitement, an almost necessary, place of resort.

I aftenvards perforaied at the Franklin Theatre, under the

assumed name of Gilbert, which my mother bore before she

married, when a comic song of mine was so encored that

I was encouraged to pursue the course I entered on, but I

did not at that time.

During this period, I worked pretty steadily at my busi-

ness, but such were my growing habits of dissipation, that,

although receiving five dollars a week, I squandered every

cent away, and was continually in debt. My proceedings,

too, became characterized by a hitherto unfelt recklessness.

One morning a young man came to me and informed me
that a great fire had broken out do-sA-n the street. (I had

belonged to a volunteer fire-engine company, and also to a

dramatic society, which held their meetings at the corner

of Anthony street and Broadway, and which had greatly

tended to increase my habits of irregularity.) I passed by

the infonnation lightly and selfishly, saying, ' Let it bum
on, it wont hurt me.' "VMien I had finished my bz-eakfast,

some one infomied me the fire was in the neighborhood of

the shop where I worked. This alarmed me ; and I pro-

ceeded toAvards my place of business, where I arrived just

in time to see the flames bursting through the workshop

windows. By this disaster, although I had so little antici-

pated it, I lost what I could ill afford, an overcoat and some

books ; and worse than this, I was thrown out of employ-

ment ; so that I teas injured by the fire, which I had so

confidently thought ' could not hurt me.'
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Ml*. Gladding, after the fii-e, determining to remove to

Bristol, Rhode Island, and set up in husiness there, invited

me to accompany him. I therefore left New York, and re-

mained in his employ for about a year, during which time

nothing of importance transpired. In February or March,

1837, however, Mr. Gladding failed, and as I was again

obliged to seek for occupation, I proceeded to Providence,

and there continued my drinking habits. I succeeded in

procuring work at Mr. Brown's, in Market Row, and expe-

rienced much kindness at his hands. Here I might, and

ought, to have done well, but for my unfortunate habits of

dissipation, which gradually increased, and which were

every day treasuring up misery for me.

It happened that, at this time, a company of actors were

performing at Providence. I got acquainted with them,

and being strongly advised by them to make an essay on

the stage, I acceded to their wishes and followed my
own inclinations with respect to the matter. It could not

be expected that, connected with the stage, I could follow

steadily a more sober occupation. Nor did I ; for I worked

only at uncertain intervals, frequently was absent for days

together, and, as a necessary consequence, incurred the dis-

pleasure of my employer, who soon after discharged me

from his shop, on the ground of inattention to my business,

although I was acknowledged by him to be an excellent

workman. I now entirely gave myself up to the stage, and

gained some reputation for the manner in which I per-

foi-med a low line of character. Brilliant, however, as I

thought my prospects to be, I was doomed to disappoint-

ment 5 for, before long, the theatre came to a close, and I, in

common with the other members of the company, failed to

receive remuneration for my services. Thus was I again

thrown on my own resources, and, with a tarnished reputa
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tion, my situation was far worse than it had hitherto been.

I tried to obtain employment, but none could I obtain ; and

although I wished to get out of the town, I was unable to

do so from want of funds. My clothes had grown shabby,

and I was guiltless of wearing more than one suit. Worse

than this, my appetite for strong drink was increasing, and

becoming a confirmed habit— the effect of almost un-

limited indulgence. I was now reduced to absolute want.

My boarding-house account had assumed an unpleasant

aspect, and, more than once, had I received threatening

notices to quit. One night I was reduced to extremities, and

so poorly was I off, that I was compelled to wander about

the streets, from night until almost morning, in order to

keep myself warm. In pure desperation, I repaired to one

of the very lowest class of hotels, where I obtained a miser-

able lodging. It happened, at this time, that a person

visited Providence who wanted to engage some performers

for a theatre which was to open, for a short season, in Bos-

ton. To this person, whose name was Barry (and who,

afterwards, was lost, with his whole stock company, whilst

going to Texas), I was introduced; and he was, at the same

time, informed of my necessity. Mr. Barry, with a kind-

ness, which was well meant, said he would take me to Bos-

ton with him, on lus own responsibility, and use his influ-

ence in my behalf. I left Providence, on a Sunday morn-

ing, and succeeded in getting an engagement in Boston.

During this time, my sister was working at her trade in

Pro\'idence. I performed low comedy parts, until the

theatre closed, in 1837, when I was again deprived of pay,

and once more thrown, like a football, on the world's great

highway, at the mercy of every passing foot. My appear-

ance was now shabby enough, as that of a strolling player

generally is. All my little stock of money was spent as



Si AUTOBI OGTIAPHT.

fast as I received it ; and, once more, I was absolutely in

want. Like many others, similarly cu'cxmistanced to my-

self, I experienced, in my adversity, kindness from woman.

A Mrs. Fox, with whom I boarded, was quite aware of my
destitute situation, and benevolently afforded me a home

and subsistence untU I could once more obtain work. This

I at last did, at Mr. Benjamin Bradley's, and in his employ

I continued until the month of January, 1838, when I was

discharged. The reason assigned by Mr. Bradley, for my
dismissal, was what might have been expected from a

knowledge of my habits. He said I Avas too shabby in ap-

pearance for a shop, and it was liis opinion, as well as that

of others, that I drank too much. I had paid my board at

Mrs. Fox's up to that time, but was now again without a

cent, and was in the depths of trouble, until I accidentally

heard that a person at Newbun-port was in Avant of a binder,

to whom he was willing to giA^e six dollars a week wages.

Small as was this remuneration, I need scarcely say that I

eagerly accepted the offered salary, and travelling, partlj

by stages, and partly in cars, entered Newburj^port late in

the evening of the 30th of January. The next morning I

commenced work in my new situation, and, for a few weeks,

by a desperate effort, I managed to keep free from the in-

toxicating cup. I was now comparatively steady, and gave

satisfaction to my employer ; but this state of thmgs, un-

happily did not last long, for, I regi-et to say, I had a long-

ing for society, and soon-formed an acquaintance with com-

panions who were calculated to destroy any resolutions of

amendment which I had formed. I joined a fire-engine

company, and, before long, I was again on the high-road of

dissipation, neglecting my business, destropng my reputa-

tion, which was already damaged, and injuring my health.

"Work grew slack towards the July of that year, and, as
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I could not earn sufficient to support myself at my trade, I

embraced another occupation, and entered into an arrange-

ment, Avith the captain of a fishing-boat, to go a voyage

with him down Chaleur bay. My sea experiences were

somewhat severe, as will presently be seen ; but as there

was no rum on board, I was forced to keep sober, and that

at least, saved me a considerable amount of suffering.

Wlien, however, I went on shore, I made up for my forced

abstinence by pottle-deep potations, and my ^dsit to another

vessel was generally accompanied by a carousal, if rum was

by any means to be obtained. In consequence of what is

commonly called a ' spree,' my Ufe was, at one time, placed

in considerable jeopardy. Several of our crew, with my-

self, had been on board a neighbouring vessel, and, on

our return at night, I was, as might be expected, very

drunk. The boat was rowed to the side of our craft, and I

was so much intoxicated, that, unnoticed, I lay at the bot-

tom of the boat. As customary, when the rest of the crew

got on board, the hook was fastened in the bow of the boat,

which was drawn up. In consequence of this, as the bow
was hoisted with a jerk, I was flung violently, from where

I was lying, to the stem, and the force of the blow effectu-

ally awakened me. I called out, and alarmed my compan-

ions, just in time to prevent being thiown overboard ; and

was soon rescued from my perilous position. It seemed

that they had not noticed me in the boat when they left it,

and supposed, in the dark scramble, I had got safely on

board. So ^vas my life again saved by an all-wise Provi-

dence; but I was so closely wrapped up in my garb of

thoughtlessness, that I passed by the matter with little

thought or thankfulness.

And yet, at this time, I did not consider myself to be what

in reality I was— a drunkard. Well enough did I know,

3
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from bitter experieuce, that character, situations, and

health, had been periled, in consequence of mv love of

ardent spirits. I felt, too, an aching void in my breast, and

conscience frequently told me that I was on the broad road

to ruin; but that I was what all men despised, and L

among them, detested, I could not bring myself to believe

I would frame many excuses for myself— plead my own

cause before myself, as judge and jury, until I obtained, at

my own hands, a willing acquittal ! how little does the

young man dream that he is deceiving himself, though not

others, whilst pursuing so fatal a course as was mine. He,

as I did, abhors the name of ' drunkard,' whilst no other

word so aptly and accurately defines his position.

The pui-pose of our voyage having been answered we

prepared for our homeward sail, and were making for port

when a violent storm burst over us. It was a Southeaster,

and in our perilous position off Cape Sable none of us ex-

pected to weather it. For hours we expected to go to the

bottom, and scarce a hope remained to cheer us, the cap-

tain having given up every thing for lost. We could

discern the sea breaking violently over the Brazil rock

four miles and a half off from us, and we were rapidly

drifting to the coast ; but in that dreadful season, strange

to tell, I suffered but very httle, if any thing, from alarm or

anxiety. What to attribute this feeling, or rather absence

of feeling to, I know not 5 but so it was, tliat owing to cal-

lousness or some other cause, I felt not the slightest fear,

although some old ' Salts' were dreadfully anxious, and

prayed in agonizing accents for deliverance. I sat as

calmlv as ever I remember to have done in my life whilst

wave after wave dashed over the frail vessel, making every

timber creak, and her whole frame to quiver as if with

mortal agony. By the mercy of God, however, the wind
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sliifted to the westward, and by means of the only rag of a

sail which remained to us wc managed to crawl off. Next
morning at daylight having discovered land we made to-

wards it, and about noon anchored in Shelburne bay, Nova
Scotia, where we remained long enough to replace a lost

sail, and repair our damaged vessel. We soon set sail

once more, and I arrived in Newburyport on the first Sun-
day in November, glad enough to be freed from my im-

prisonment for three and a half months in a small vessel of

fifty tons burden.

Once more on land I engaged to work at my o-rni busi-

ness, and did so for some time with jMr. Tilton. Not long

afterwards I entered into the matrimonial state, and com-
menced housekeeping, having earned money sufficient by
my fishing voyage to purchase some neat furniture. In

my new condition I might have done well, for I had every

pi-ospect of success, had it not been for my crav^ing after

society, which in spite of having a home of my ovra I stiU

felt, Alas ! forgetful of a husband's home duties I again

became involved in a dissipated social net^vork, whose fatal

meshes too surely entangled me, and unfitted me for that

active exertion which was now rendered doubly necessary.

I continued at my work until the month of June, when
business becoming slack, I again went on a fishing excur-

sion with my \vife's brother, the captain of the boat, into

the Bay of Fundy. "We were away this time for only six

weeks, and returned in safety, without having encountered

any thing worthy of note.

During my residence at Newburyport, my early serious

impressions on one occasion in a measure revived, and I

felt some stingings of conscience for my neglect .of the

Sabbath and reUgious observances. I recommenced
attending a place of worship, and for a short time I
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attended the Rev. Mr. Campbell's church, by whom, as

well as by several of his members, I was treated with much

Christian kindness. I was often invited to Mi'. Campbell's

house, as well as to those of some of his hearers, and it

seemed as if a favorable turning-point or crisis in my for-

times had arrived. Mr. Campbell was good enough to

manifest a very great interest in my welfare, and frequently

experienced a hope that I should be enabled, although late

in life, to obtain an education. And this I might have

acquired had not my evil genius prevented my making any

efforts to obtain so deskable an end. My desire for strong

liquors and company seemed to present an insuperable

barrier against all improvement ; and, after a few weeks,

every aspiration after better things had ceased, every bud

of promised comfort was crushed. Again I grieved the

Spirit which had been stiiving with my spirit, and ere long

became even more addicted to the use of tlie infernal

draughts which had already wi'ought me so much woe,

than at any previous period of my existence.

And now my cu-cumstances began to be desperate indeed.

In vain wexj all my efforts to obtain work, and at last I

became so reduced, that at times I did not know, when one

meal was ended, where on the face of the broad earth I

should find another. Further mortification awaited me,

and by slow degrees I became aware of it. The young

men with whom I had associated in bar-rooms and parlors,

and who wore a little better clothing than I could afford to

put on, one after another began to drop my acquaintance.

If I walked in the public streets I too quickly perceived

the cold look, the averted eye, the half recognition.—and to

a sensitive spuit, such as I possessed, such treatment was

almost past endurance. To add to the mortification,

caused by such treatment, it happened that those -who had
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laagned the loudest at my songs and stories, and who had

been social enough with me in the bar-room, were the very

individuals who seemed most ashamed of my acquaintance.

I felt that I was shunned by the respectable portion of the

community also, and once, on asking a lad to accompany

me in a waUc, he informed me that liis father had cau-

tioned liim against associating with me. This was a cut-

ting reproof, and I felt it more deeply than words can

express. And could I wonder at it ? No. Although I

may have used bitter words against that parent, my con-

science told me that he had done no more than his duty in

preventing his son being influenced by my dissipated habits.

Oh ! how often have I laid down and bitterly remembered

many who had hailed my arrival in their company as a

joyous event. Then plaudits would ring in my ears, and

peals of laughter ring again in my deserted chamber;

then would succeed stillness only broken by the beatings of

my agonized heart, which felt that the gloss of respecta-

bility had worn off and exposed my threadbare condition.

To dro\vn these reflections I would drink, not from love of

the taste of the liquor, but to become so stupefied by its

fumes as to steep my sorrows in a half oblivion ; and from

this miserable stupor I would wake to a fuller conscious-

ness of my situation, and again would I banish my reflec-

tions by liquor.

It has been said, that no one is ever utterly forlorn and

friendless. Whether this be the case or not, it is not for

me to decide. In my own case, and in what seemed my
last extremity, I obtained some assistance. There resided

in Newburyport a countryman of mine, named Low. He
was an Englishman, and perhaps felt some interest in mo
as an old-countryman. JNIr. Low was a wai-m-hearted and

generous-minded man, and perceiving t^aat I possessed
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some abilities, -which he regretted to see thrown away, he

very kindly manifested a deske to aiford me assistance. He
was a rum-seller, and I had spent many a shilling at his

bar, so that he had frequent opportunities of becoming ac-

quainted with my ' ways and means.' It occurred to me,

that if I could get some tools, it was just possible I might

get into business, and, by perseverance and sobriety, suc-

ceed in redeeming myself from the fiillen state I was in,

and, in some measure, at least, retrieve my fallen, ruined

fortunes. Mr. Low assisted me very materially in my en-

deavors to regain a respectable position in society, by fur-

nishing me with sufficient funds for procuring tools, so that

I might work on my own account.

Despite of all that had occun-ed, my good name was not

so far gone, but that I might have succeeded, by the aid of

common industry and attention, in my business. I was a

good workman, found no difficulty in procuring employ-

ment, and, I have not the slightest doubt, should have suc-

ceeded in my endeavors to get on in the world, but for

my unhappy love of stimulating drinks, and my craving for

society. I was now my own master— all restraint was re-

moved, and, as might be expected, I did as I pleased in my
own shop. I became careless, was often in the bar-room,

or carousing in the parlor, when I should have been at my
bindery; and, instead of spending my evenings at home,

in reading or conversation, they were, almost invaxiably,

passed in the company of the rum bottle, which became al-

most my sole household deity. Five months only did I re-

main in business, and, during that short period, I gradually

sunk deeper and deeper in the scale of degradation. I was

now the slave of a habit which had become completely my
master, and which fastened its remorseless fangs in my veiy

vitals Thought was a torturing thing. When I looked
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back, Memory drew fearful pictures, in lines of lurid flame

;

and, whenever I dared anticipate the future, Hope refused

to illumine my onward path. I dwelt in one a\vful pi-esent.

Nothing to solace me— nothing to beckon me onwards to a

better state. I knew, full well, that I was proceeding on a

downward course, and crossing the sea of Time, as it were,

on a bridge perilous as that over which Mahomet's follow-

ers are said to enter Paradise. A terrible feeling was ever

present, that some evil was impending, which would soon

fall on my devoted head ; and I would shudder, as if the

sword of Damocles, suspended by its single hair, was about

to fall, and utterly destroy me.

"Warnings were not wanting ; but they had no voice of

terror for me. T was intimately acquainted with a young

man in the town, and well remember his coming to my
shop one morning, and asking the loan of ninepence, with

which to buy rum. I let him have the money, and the

spirit was soon consumed. He begged me to lend him a

second ninepence, but I refused
;
yet, during my temporary

absence, he di-ank some spirit of wine, which was in a bottle

in the shop, and used by me in my business. He went

away, and the next I heard of him was, that he had died

shortly afterwards. Such an a's\'ful circumstance as this

might well have impressed me; but habitual indulgence

had almost rendered me proof against salutaiy impressions.

I was, to tell the truth, at this time, deeper in degradation

than at any period, before or since, which I can remember.

My custom now was, to purchase my brandy, which, in

consequence of my limited means, was of the veiy Avorst

description, and keep it at the shop, where, by little and

little, I drank it, and continually kept myself in a state of

excitement. This course of proceeding entirely unfitted

me for business, and it not unfrequently happened, when I
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had books to bind, that I would, instead of attending to

business, keep my customers waiting, whilst in the com-

pany of dissolute companions. I drank during the whole

day, to the complete ruin of my prospects in life. So en-

th-ely did I give myself up to the bottle, that those of my
companions Avho fancied they still possessed some claims

to respectabihty, gradually withdrew from my company.

At my house, too, I used to keep a bottle of gin, which was

in constant requisition. Indeed, go where I would, stimuli

I must, and did, have. Such a slave was I to the bottle,

that I resorted to it continually, and in vain was every

effort, which I occasionally made, to conquer the debasing

habit. I had become a father; but God, in his mercy, re-

moved my Uttle one at so early an age, that I did not feel

the loss as much as if it had lived longer, to engage my
affections.

A chcumstance now transpired, which attracted my at-

tention, and led me to consider my situation, and whither I

was hurrpng. A lectm-e was advertised, to be delivered by

the first reformed dninkard, ]Mr. J. J. Johnson, who \dsited

Newburyport, and I was invited by some friends, Avho

seemed to feel an interest, to attend, and hear what he

had to say. I determined, after some consideration, to go,

and hear what was to be said on the subject. The meeting

was held at the Reverend IVIr. Campbell's chm-ch, wliich

was greatly crowded. I went, and heard the speaker de-

pict, in forcible and graphic terms, the misery of the drunk-

ard, and the siwinl consequences of his conduct, both as

they affected himself, and those connected Avith him. My
conscience told me that the truth was spoken by the lecturer,

for what had I not suffered from intemperance? I re-

mained only about ten minutes, and, as I left the chapel, a

young matt offered me the pledge to sign. I actually ttirned
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to sign it, but, at that critical moment, the appetite for

strong drink, as if determined to have the mastery over

me, came in all its force, and remembering, too, just then,

that I had a pint of brandy at home, I deferred signing,

and put off, to a ' more convenient season,' a proceeding

which might have saved me so much after sorrow. I how-

ever compromised the matter with my conscience, by in-

wardly resolving that I would drink up what spirit I had

by me, and then think of leaving off the use of the accursed

liquid altogether.

' Think of it
!

' ! had I then acted, what miseiy would

have been spared me in after days. One would have ima-

gined that I had had my fill of misery, and been glad to

have hailed and grasp any saving hand which might be

held out. But, ! such was the dominion which rum had

over me, that I was led captive by it, as at will. It had

impaired every energy, and almost destroyed the desire to

be better than I was. I was debased in my OAvn eyes, and,

having lost my self-respect, became a poor, abject being,

scarcely worth attempting to reform. Did I think of it 1

O, no. I forgot the impressions made upon me by the

speaker at the meeting I have alluded to. Still I madly
drained the inebriating cup, and speedily my state Avas

worse than ever. 0, no, I soon ceased to think about it,

for my master passion, hke Aaron's rod, swallowed up
every thought and feeling, opposed to it, which I pos-

sessed.

My business grew gradually worse, and, at length, my
constitution became so impaired, that, even when I had the

will, I did not possess the power to provide for my daily

wants. My hands would, at times, tremble so, that I could

not perform the finer operations of my business— the

finishing and gilding. How could I lette straight with a
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hand burning and shaking, from the effects of a debauch ?

Sometimes, when it was absolutely necessaryto finish off

some work, I hare entered the shop with a stern determin-

ation not to drink a single drop until I completed it. I

have bitterly felt, that my failing was a matter of common
conversation in the town, and a burning sense of shame

would flush my fevered brow, at the conviction that I was

scorned by the respectable portion of the community. But

these feelings passed away, like the morning cloud or the

early dew, and I pursued my old course.

To what shifts was I reduced, in order to conceal my
habit of using intoxicating drinks! Frequently have I

taken a pitcher, with a pint of new rum in it, purchased at

some obscure groggery, and put about one thu-d as much
water as there was spirit in it, at the town pump, in the

Market square, in order to induce persons to think that I

drank water alone. This mixture I would take to my shop,

and, for days and days together, it would be my only beve-

rage. In consequence of this habit, I would frequently fall

asleep, or, if awake, be in so half toi-pid a state, that work,

or exertion of any kind, was quite out of the question ; and,

after an indulgence in this practice for some time, I was

compelled to remain at home, from sheer inability to enter

on active duty. I grew, of course, poorer and poorer, and

my days dragged weaiily on. At times, I almost -wished

that my life, and its miseries, would close.

The reader Avill remember, that I have before referred to

my sister. She had been for some time married, and was

then residing at Providence, Ehode Island. One day, I re-

ceived a letter from her, in which she stated that she was

severely afflicted with salt rheum, and requested my wife

would \'isit her, for the purpose of nursing her and her in-

fant. My wife deciding on going. I accompanied her to the
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cars, and then returned home. It was the first time, since our

marriage, that we had ever been separated, and the house to

me looked lonely and desolate. I thought I would not go

to work, and a great inducement, to remain at home, ex-

isted in the shape of my enemy. West India rum, of which

I had nearly a gallon in the house. Although the morning

was by no means far advanced, I sat down, intending to do

nothing until dinner time. I could not sit alone, without

rum, and I drank, glass after glass, until I became so stupe-

fied, that I was compelled to lie doAvn on the bed, where I

soon fell asleep. When I awoke, it was late in the after-

noon, and then, as I persuaded myself, too late to make a

bad day's work good. I invited a neighbor, who, like

myself, was a man of intemperate habits, to spend the

evening with me. He came, and we sat down to our rum,

and drank together freely, until late that night, when he

staggered home ; and so intoxicated was I, that, in moving

to go to bed, I fell over the table, broke a lamp, and lay on

the floor for some time, unable to rise. At last, I managed

to get to bed ; but, ! I did not sleep, for the drunkard

never knows the blessings of undisturbed repose. I awoke

in the night, with a raging thirst. My mouth was parched,

and my throat was burning ; and I anxiously groped about

the room, trying to find more rum, in which I sought to

quench my dreadful thirst. No sooner was one draught

taken, than the horrible dry feeling returned ; and so I

went on, swallowing repeated glassfuls of the spirit, until,

at last, I had drained the very last drop which the jar con-

tained. My appetite grew by what it fed on ; and, having

a little money by me, I with difficulty got up, made myself

look as tidy as possible, and then went out to buy more

rum, with which I returned to the house. The fact will

perhaps, seem incredible, but so it was, that I drank spirits
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continually, without tasting a morsel of food, for the next

three days. This could not last long ; a constitution of iron

strength could not endure such treatment, and mine was

partially broken down by pre^dous dissipation.

I began to experience a feeling, hitherto unknown to me.

After the three days drinking, to which I have just referred,

I felt, one night, as I lay on my bed, an awful sense of

soraetliing di-eadful coming upon me. It was as if I had

been partially stunned, and now, in an interval of con-

sciousness, was about to have the fearful blow, Avhich had

prostrated me, repeated. There was a craAdng for sleep,

sleep, blessed sleep ! but my eyelids were as if they coiild

not close. Every object around me, I beheld with startling

distinctness, and my hearing became unnatui-ally acute.

Then, to the singing and roaring in my ears, wovild sud-

denly succeed a silence, so awful, that only the stillness of

the gi-ave might be compared with it. At other times,

strange voices would whisper unintelligible words, and the

slightest noise would make me stai-t, hke a guilty thing. But

the horrible, burning thirst was insupportable, and, to quench

it, and induce sleep, I clutched, again and again, the rum-

bottle, hugged my enemy, and poured the infernal fluid down

my parched throat But it was of no use— none. I could not

sleep. Then I bethought me of tobacco ; and, staggering

from my bed to a shelf near, mth great difficulty I man-

aged to procure a pipe and some matches. I could not

stand to light the latter, so I lay again on the bed, and

scraped one against the wall. I began to smoke, and the

narcotic leaf produced a stupefaction. I dosed a little ; but,

feehng a warmth on my face, I awoke, and discovered my
pillow to be on fire ! I had dropped a lighted match on

the bed. By a desperate effort, I threw the pillow from the

bed, and, too exhausted to feel annoyed by the burning
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feathers, I sank again into a state of somnolency. How
long I lay, I do not exactly know, but I was roused from

my lethargy by the neighbors, who, alarmed by a smell of

fire, came to my room to ascertain the cause. When they

took me from my bed, the under part of the straw with

which it was stuffed was smouldering, and, in a quarter of

an hour more, must have burst into a flame. Had such

been the case, how horrible would have been my fate, for it

is more than probable that, in my half-senseless condition,

I should have been suffocated, or burned to death. The

fright produced by this accident, and very narrow escape,

in some degree sobered me ; but what I felt more than any

thing else, was the exposure. Now, all would be known,

and I feared my name would become, more than ever, a

by-word and a reproach.

Will it be believed that I again sought refuge in rum ?

Scarcely had I recovered from the fright than I sent out,

procured a pint of rum, and drank it all in less than half an

hour 1 Yet so it was. And now came upon me many

terrible sensations. Cramps attacked me in my limbs

which racked me with agony, and my temples throbbed as

if they would burst. So ill was I, that I became seriously

alarmed and begged the people of the house to send for a

physician. They did so, but I immediately repented having

summoned him, and endeavored, but ineffectually, to get

out of his way when he arrived. He saw at a glance what

was the matter with me, ordered the persons about me to

watch me carefully, and on no account to let me have any

spirituous liquors. Every thing stimulating was rigorously

denied me, and then came on the drunkard's remorseless

Torturer— delirium tremens, in all its terrors, attacked me.

For three days I endured more agony than pen could

^describe, even were it guided by the mind of a Dantd
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Who can tell the horrors of that horrible malady, aggra-

vated as it is by the almost ever-abiding consciousness that

it is self-sought. Hideous faces appeared on the walls, and

on the ceiling, and on the floors ; foul things crept along

the bed-clothes, and glaring eyes peered into mine. I was

at one time surrounded by millions of monstrous spiders,

who crawled slowly ; slowly over every limb, whilst the

beaded drops of persperation would start to my brow, and

my limbs would shiver until the bed rattled again. Strange

lights would dance before my eyes, and then suddenly the

very blackness of darkness would appal me by its dense

gloom. All at once, whilst gazing at a frightful creation

of my distempered mind, I seemed struck with sudden

blindness. I knew a candle was burning in the room, but

I could not see it. All was so pitchy dark. I lost the

sense of feeling too, for I endeavored to grasp my arm in

one hand, but consciousness was gone. I put my hand to

.tiSy side, my head, but felt nothing, and still I knew my
limbs and frame were there. And then the scene would

change. I was falling— falling swiftly as an arrow far doAvn

into some terrible abyss, and so like reality was it that as I

fell I could see the rocky sides of the horrible shaft, where

mocking, jibing, mowing, fiendlike forms were perched

and I could feel the air rushing past me making m ' V
stream out by the force of the unAvholesome blast. I^iS

the paroxysm sometimes ceased for a few moments .md ^

would sink back on my pallet drenched with perspiration,

utterly exhausted, and feeling a dreadful certainty of the

renewal of my torments.

By the mercy of Grod I survived this awful seizure ; and

when I rose a weak, broken-down man, and surveyed my
ghastly features in a glass, I thought of my mother, and

asked myself how I had obeyed the instructions I had re-
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ceived from her lips, and to what advantage I had turned the

lessons she taught me. I remembered her countless prayers

and tears, thought of what I had been but a few short

months before, and contrasted my situation with what it then

was. Oh ! how keen were my oavti rebukes ; and in the

excitement of the moment I resolved to lead a better life,

and abstain from the accursed wine-cup. For about a

month, tenified by what I had suffered, I adhered to my
resolution ; then my wife came home, and in my joy at

her return, I flung my good resolutions to the wind, and

foolishly fancying that I could now restrain my appetite,

thich had for a whole month rem-ained in subjection, I took

glass of brandy.

That glass aroused the slumbering demon, who would

not be satisfied by so tiny a libation. Another, and another

succeeded, until I was again far advanced in the career of

intemperance. The night of my wife's return I went to

bed intoxicated. I will not detain the reader by the par-

ticulars of my every-day life at this time ; they may easily

be imagined from what has already been stated. My pre*

vious bitter experience, one would think, may have operated

as a warning, but none save the inebriate can tell the al-

most resistless strength of the temptations which assail

him.

I did not, however, make quite so deep a plunge as

before. My tools I had given into the hands of Mr. Gray,

for whom I worked, and received at the rate of five dollars

a week. My wages were paid me every night, for I was

not to be trusted with much money at a time, so certain

was I to spend a great portion of it in drink. As it was, I

regularly got rid of one third of what I daily received for

rum. I soon left Mr. Gray, under the following circum-

Btances. There was an exhibition of tie Battle of Bunker
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Hill to be opened in the town, and the manager knowing

that I had a good voice and sung pretty well, thought my
comic singing would constitute an attraction ; so he engaged

me to give songs every evening, and to assist in the gen-

eral business of the Diorama. In this occupation I con-

tinued about three weeks or a month, and when the ex-

hibition closed in Newburyport, by invitation, I remained

with the proprietor and proceeded with him to Lowell.

As it was uncertain when I should return, the manager

wishing me to travel with him, I sold off what few articles

of furniture yet remained in my possession, and my wife

arranged to stay, during my absence, with her sister. I

stayed in the to^\Ti of Lowell for the space of three months,

my habits of intemperance increasing, as might be ex-

pected, for in a wandering life my outbreaks were not so

much noticed as when I Avas residing at home. As had

been the case often before, rum claimed nearly all my at-

tention, and consequently the business I was called upon

to perform was entirely neglected or carelessly attended to.

On several occasions when I repaired to the place where

the Diorama was exhibited, I was in such a state that I

could do nothing required of me, and severe were the re-

bukes I received in consequence from my employer.

These remarks incensed me highly, and only made me
drink more, so that ere long my name and that of an

incoirigible drunkard were synonymous. We next pro-

ceeded to "Worcester, and there remained a fortnight

I experienced great difficulty in procuring the mea-

gre salary which was promised me, and many priva-

tions had I to endure in consequence ; my stock of wearing

apparel was scanty enough, and hardly fit to appear in

the street. This was in the month of October, and as the

winterwas drawing on fast, I miserably contemplated what
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my situation would be through the approaching severe

season. "Want and cold appeared before me in all their

frightful realities, and I again resolved to abstain from the

maddening influences which governed me with despotic

rule.

I sent to my wife, requesting her to return, and transmit-

ted her three dollars, for her expenses to Worcester, being

the first money I had sent to her for four months, except five

dollars which I received as part of the proceeds of a concert

I gave at Lowell. I adhered, in a great measure, to my
resolution not to become intoxicated, and had written to my
wife, telling her of my determination to reform. On the day

I expected her to return home, I met with an acquaintance,

who asked me to sti-oU about with him, in order that he might

see the town. "We drank together 5 and our walk ended

by my getting drunk, and forgetting the good resolutions

which I had made. In the evening, when I was reeling

along from the hotel towards the exhibition, I chanced to

see a stage, and approached it, in order to see if my wife

was there. She had arrived ; and I took her with me to the

hotel, where she discovered I had been drinking, and Avhen

she reminded me of the promise I had made her to abandon

the destructive habit, I felt thoroughly ashamed of my weak-

ness. I then went to the performance, and managed to get

through my work. Soon after this, I quitted the service

of the proprietor of the Diorama ; and, putting as sober a

face upon matters as I could, I applied to Messrs. Hutchin-

son and Crosby for employment. These gentlemen agreed

to take me on trial, stating that, if they were satisfied with

my work, they would engage me. My work was approved

of; and, once more installed i

chance of pushing my fortune.

4
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My wife now began to exhibit symptoms of declining

health, and my prospects as before were none of the bright-

est. I managed to keep my situation, and fancied that my
intemperate habits were known only to myself, as I carefuUy

avoided any open or flagrant violation of propriety.— but

^nkenness, more than any other vice, cannot long be hid-

den. It seems as if the very walls whispered it ; and there

is scarcely an action of the drinking man which does not

betray him. I did not, however, long remam cautious ; for

one morning, after having drank freely the evening before,

I felt unable to work, and was compelled to remain at home

during that day and the next. All my property, which I

could by any means render available, I had disposed of,

in order to procure money for purchasing drink ; and the

miin in whose house I boarded, having watched my pro-

ceedings ^vith a very \'igilant and interested eye, became,

I suppose, fearful that I should not be able to pay for my
board, and infonned my employers, Messrs. Ilutchin'^on and

Crosby, that I was detained at home in consequence of what

il called a dranken spree. I do not think the information

was given from any motive of kindness towards myself,

but believe it was a selfish motive which prompted the

interference.

I felt wretched enough when I proceeded to the shop to

resume my work. ^Ii*. Hutchinson was a man of great

moral purity of character, but he had a strong hatred of

intemperance, and looked not very lightly on my transgres-

sion. As soon as he saw me, he sternly informed me that

he did not want any men in his employ who were in the

habit of being the worse for liquor : and thi-eatened me with

ir iitant dismissal, should I ever again neglect my business

f the bottle. I assured him that he should not again have

^.casion to complain ofmy inebriety, and I inwardly resolv-
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ed to profit by the warning I had received. Having a sick

wife, and being almost utterly destitute of means, reflection

would force itself upon me. I was startled at the idea of

her and myself coming to want, entirely in consequence of

my evil habit, and I resolved again to attempt the work of

reformation.

In order to render myself less liable to temptation, and to

avoid the dissipated society which I was constantly falling

into at the hotel, where I lived, I left it, and engaged board

at the house of a gentleman, who happened to be the presi-

dent of a temperance society. Here I attempted to restrain

my appetite for drink, but the struggle was terrible; so

mighty a power would not be conquered without contesting

every inch of his dominion; and I, trusting to my own

strength, assailed it with but a feeble weapon. I felt as if I

could not do without the draughts which I had been so long

accustomed to, and yet I was ashamed to display the weak-

ness which prompted me to indulge in them. To procure

liquor, I was compelled to resort to every kind of stratagem,

and the services of my inventive faculties were in constant

requisition. Many a time would I steal out, when no one

noticed me, and proceed, with a bottle in my pocket, to the

farthest extremity of the toAvn, where I would purchase a

supply of rum, which I would take home with me. Occa-

sionally I would procure spirit at the apothecary's shop,

alleging, as an excuse, that it was required in a case of

sickness ; and the pint I would generally divide into three

portions, one of which I took in the morning, another at

noon, and the remainder I disposed of in the evening. My
habits were not naturally of a deceptive character, and I

always felt degraded in my own esteem, whenever I had

occasion to resort to the expedients I have mentioned,—

but what will not a drunkard do, in order to procure the
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Stimulus lie so ardently desires 1 Have it I would, and get

it I did ; and I always seemed to desire it the more when

the difficulty of procuring it was increased.

My wardrobe, as had, indeed, been nearly always the

case wdth me whilst I drank to excess, was now exceed-

ingly shabby, and it was with the gi-eatest difficulty that I

could manage to procure the necessaries of life. My wife

became very ill. ! how miserable I became. Some of

the females who were in attendance on my wife, told me to

get two quarts of rum. I procured it, and as it was in the

house, and I did not anticipate serious consequences, I

could not mthstand the strong temptation to drink. I did

drink, and so freely, that the usual effect was produced.

How much I swallowed, I cannot teU, but the quantity,

judging fi'om the effects it produced, must have been con-

siderable.

Ten long, weary days of suspense passed, at the end of

which my wife and her infant both died. Then came the

terribly oppressive feeling, that I was utterly alone in the

world ; and it seemed, almost, that I was forgotten of God,

as well as abandoned by man. All the consciousness of my
dreadful situation pressed h-ea\'ily indeed upon me, and

keenly as a sensitive mind could, did I feel the loss I had

experienced. I drank, now, to dispel my gloom, or to

drown it in the maddening cup ; and soon was it whispered,

from one to another, until the whole town became aware

of it, that my wife and child were lying dead, and that I

was drunk ! But if ever I was cursed with the faculty of

thought, in all its' intensity, it was then. And this was the

degraded condition of one who had been nursed on the lap

of piety, and whose infant tongue had been taught to utter

a prayer against being led into temptation. There, in the

room where all who had loved me were lying in the uncon-
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scious slumber of death, was I gazing, with a maudlin mel-

ancholy imprinted on my features, on the dead forms of

those who were flesh of my flesh and bone of my bone.

During the miserable hours of darkness, I would steal from

my lonely bed to the place where my dead wife and child

lay, and, in agony of soul, pass my shaking hand over their

cold faces, and then return to my bed, after a di-aught of

iimi, which I had obtained, and hidden under the pillow of

my wretched couch. At such times, all the events of the

past would return, with terrible distinctness, to my recollec-

tion, and many a time did I msh to die, for Hope had well

nigh deserted me, both with respect to this world and the

next. I had apostatized from those pure principles which

once I embraced, and was now—
' A wandering, wretched, worn, and weary thing,

Ashamed to ask, and yet I needed help.'

I will not dwell on this painful portion of my career, but

s-imply remark, that all the horrors, which I beheve man
could bear, were endured by me at that dreary time. My
frame was enervated, my reputation gone; all my pros-

pects were blighted, and misery seemed to have pom-ed out

all her vials on my devoted head. The funerals of my
wife and child being over, I knew not what course to pursue,

for, wherever I went, I failed not to see the slow moving
finger of scorn pointed at me, and I writhed in agony, under
the sense of shame which it produced. Every one looked

coldly at me, and but few hesitated to sneer at my des-

picable condition. What had I done to deserve all this

torturing treatment ? I was naturally of a kind and humane
disposition, and would turn aside from an unwillingness to

hurt a worm : frequently have I reasoned -with boys who
inflicted cruelty on dumb animals. I would have hugged the
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dog that licked my hand, and taken to my bosom, even a

reptile, if I thought it loved me. What had I done, to make

me so shunned and execrated by my kind ? Conscience

gave me back an answer— I drank! and in those two

words lay the whole secret of my miserable condition.

It was not to be expected that, whilst I persisted in

my drinking habits, I should attend to my work. My
employers perceived that I neglected their interests, as well

as my o^vn, and I was informed by them that they were no

longer in need of my services. What was I to do ? I had

incmTcd some debts, which I vsdshed to discharge, and I

expressed a desire to that effect. After some hesitation, I

was reengaged, on the understanding that I should receive

not one farthing of money for my labors, lest it should be

spent in liquor. My employers said they would purchase

me tobacco, and take my letters from the post-oflBce for

me 5 and, under these stipulations, I went to work again.

I kept, in a great degree, sober for a few days ; but felt,

all the time, indescribably miserable, from the conscious-

ness that all confidence in me had been lost, and that I was

a suspected man. This impression nettled me to the quick,

and, ere long, I began to feel indignant of the control exer-

cised over me. I thought that as I had battled with the

world, single-handed, for twelve years, and had received

nothing (with one or two exceptions) but unkindness and

misery, I had a right to do as I chose, without being

watched wherever I went My proud spirit would not

brook this system of espionage, so I speedily made up my
mind to do as I pleased. If I wanted drink, I considered

I had a perfect right to gratify my inclinations, and diink

I determined to have.

Have it I did, though secretly, and to my employers it

was a matter of wonder how I managed to get drunk so



AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 55

often. My funds, as I said, were all expended, and I was

driven by my ravenous appetite to a course which, at any

other time and under any other circumstances, I should have

shrunk in horror from. I had in my possession some books

which I once had valued, some of them presents ; and I also

retained a few articles, the once highly valued mementos

of dear and departed friends. As I looked eagerly over these

frail remnants of what I once possessed, my all-absorbing

passion for drink exercised its tyrannizing power, and one

by one, until none remained, every relic was disposed of,

and the proceeds arising from the sale of them spent for

rum. Coiild there be a more striking instance of the de-

basing influence which alcohol exerts 1 Why, at one time,

I would almost as soon have parted with my life as with

those precious remembrancers of

' The loved, the lost, the distant, and the dead.'

Now, however, all fine feeling was nearly obliterated from

the tablet of my affections, and if I felt any pang in parting

with articles I once so prized, the glass was my universal

panacea. At length nothing remained on Avhich I could

raise a single cent, and I found in the loAvest depths of

poverty ' a lower still.'

I have, in several parts of this narrative, referred to my
vocal talents and my ventriloquial acquirements. After

every other resource had failed me, in my utmost need, I

was compelled, as the only means of getting a little rum,

to avail myself of these aids. Accordingly, my custom

was to repair to the lowest grogshops, and there I might

usually be found, night after night, telling facetious stories,

singing comic songs, or turning books upside do^vn and

reading them whilst they were moving round, to the great

delight and wonder of a set of loafers who supplied rae mth
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drink in return. Who would have recognized in the gibing

mountebank, the circle of a laughing, drunken crowd, the

son of religious parents, one who had been devoted and

atFectionate not so very long before ; one, too, who had felt

and appreciated the pleasm-es which rehgion alone can

bestow ? At times my foi-mer condition would flash across

my mind, when, in the midst of riot and revelry-, convic-

tion would fasten its quivering arrow in my heart, making

it bleed again, although I was forced to hide the wound.

And through the mists of memory, my mother's face would

often appear, just as it was when I stood by her knee and

listened to lessons of wisdom and goodness, from her loving

lips. I would see her mild reproving face, and seem to hear

her w-aming voice ; and, smTOunded by my riotous com-

panions, at certain seasons, reason would struggle for the

throne whence she had been diiven, and I would, whilst

enjoying the loud plaudits of sots,

' See a hand they could not see,

Which beckoned me away.'

Sabbaths which, from my childhood, I had been taught

to reverence, were now disregarded. Seldom did I enter

God's house, where prayer was wont to be made, as I had

done during a portion of the time I resided in New York.

The day of rest was no Sabbath to me, and my usual way

of spending it was to stroU into the country, where I might

be alone, with a bottle of intoxicating liquid in my posses-

sion. When this was empty, I would crawl back to the

town, under cover of the darkness, and close the sacred

hours in some obscure groggery, in the society of those

who, like myself, disregarded the command of the Almighty

to keep holy the Sabbath day.

Again the dreary winter was about to resume its rigorous

reign, and with horror I anticipated its approach. My stock
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of clotliing was failing fast. I had no flannels or woollen

socks, no extra coats, and no means of procuring those

absolutely necessary preservatives against the severities of

an American mnter. I had no hope of ever becoming a

respectable man again,— npt the slightest,— for it appeared

to me that every chance of restoration to decent society,

and of reformation, was gone forever. I wished, and fully

expected, soon to die. Hope had abandoned me here, and

beyond the grave nothing appeared calculated to cheer my
desponding spuit. 0, what a deep and stinging sense I

had of my own degi'aded position, for my feelings were

keenly alive to the ridicule and contempt which never

ceased to be heaped on me. Utterly wi-etched and aban-

doned, I have stood by the railway track with a vague wish

to He across it, drink myself into oblivion, and let the cars

go over me. Once I stood by the rails, with a bottle of

laudanum clattering against my lips, and. had nearly been

a suicide ; but the mercy of God intei-posed, and I dashed

the poison on the gi-ound, and escaped the sin of self-mur-

der. All night long have I lain on the damp grass which

covered my wife's grave, steeped to the very lips in poverty,

degradation, and miseiy; and yet I was a young man,

whose energies, had they been rightly directed, might have

enabled me to surmount difficulty, and command respect.

I had long since ceased to correspond with my sister,

and so careless had I become, that I never thought of

communicating again with the only relative I had re-

maining. Frequently was I tempted to take my life, and

yet I clung instinctively to existence. Sleep was often a

stranger to my eyehds, and many a night would I spend

in the open air, sometimes in a miserable state of inebria-

tion, and, at other times, in a half-sober condition. All

this time I often resolved that I would drink no more—
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that I would break the chain which bound me, but I stUl

continued in the same course, breaking every promise

made to myself and others, and continuing an object of

scorn and contempt. I felt that very few, if any, pitied

me, and that any should love me was entirely out of the

question. Yet was I yearning intensely for sympathy ; for,

as I have before stated, my affections were naturally

strong and deep ; and often, as I lay in my solitary cham-

ber, feeling how low I had sunk, and that no one eye

ever di-opped a tear of pity over my state, or would grow

dim if I were laid in the grave, I have ardently wished that

I might never see the morning light. Fancy, reader, what

my agony must have been, when, with the assm-ance that

no drunkard could enter the kingdom of Heaven. I was

willing, nay, anxious, for the sake of escaping the tortures

to which I was subjected in this life, to risk the awful re-

alities of the unseen world. My punishment here was

greater than I could bear. I had made a whip of scorpi-

ons, which pci-petually lashed me. My name Avas a bye-

word. No man seemed to care for my soul. I was joined,

like Israel of old, unto idols, and it seemed as if the Lord

had said respecting me, ' Let him alone.'

Before I conclude this portion of my history, let me

urge on eveiy young man, whose eye may glance over

these pages, to learn from my miserable state a lesson of

wisdom. Let liim beware of the liquor that intoxicates.

Poets may sing of the Circean cup— praise in gloA^dng terms

the garlands which wreathe it— Avit may lend its biilliant

aid to celebrate it, and even learning invest it with a charm

;

but when the poet's song shall have died, and the gar-

lands have aU withered; when wit shall have ceased to

sparkle, and the lore of ages be an unremembered thing
j

the baneful effects of the intoxicating draught wiU be felt

;
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and then will the words of wisdom be awfully verified in

the miserable doom of the drunkard :
—

* Wine is a mocker— strong drink is raging.'

tF TiF TV ^

' Who hath Avoe ? who hath sorrow 1 who hath conten-

tions 1 who hath wounds without cause 1 who hath redness

of eyes ?

' They that taiTy long at the wine ; they that go to seek

mixed wine.

' Look not thou upon the wine when it is red, when it

giveth its color in the cup, when it moveth itself aright.

' At the last it biteth like a serpent, and stingeth like an adder.
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BY JOHN B. GOUGH.

PAET SECOND.

Hitherto my career had been one of almost unmiti*

gated woe ; for, with the exception of the days of my child-

hood, my Avhole life had been one perpetual struggle

against poverty and misery, in its worst forms. Thrown at

a tender age upon the world, I was soon taught its hard

lessons. Death had robbed me of my best earthly protec-

tor, and Providence cast my lot in a land thousands

of miles from the place of my birth. Temptation had as-

sailed me, and trusting to my own strength for support, I

had fallen, 0, how low! In the very depths of my
desolation, wife and children had been torn from my side.

In the midst of thousands I was lonely, and, abandoning

hope, ihe only refuge which seemed open for me was the

grave. A dark pall overhung that gloomy abode, which

shut out every ray of hopQj and although death to me
would have been a 'leap in the dark,' I was willing to

peril my immortal soul and blindly rush into the presence

ofmy Maker. Like a stricken deer, I had no communion

with my kind. Over every door of admission into the society

of my fellow-men, the words, ' No Hope,' seemed to be in-
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scribed. Despair was my companion, and perpetual de-

gradation appeared to be my allotted doom. I was in-

tensely WTetched ; and this dreadful state of things was

of my own bringing about. I had no one but myself to

blame for the sufferings which I endured : and when I

thought of what I might have been, these inflictions were

awful beyond conception. Lower in the scale of mental

and moral degradation I could not Avell sink. Despised by

all, I despised and hated in my turn, and doggedly flung

back to the world the contempt and scorn wMch it so pro-

fusely heaped on my head.

Such was my pitiable state at this period— a state

apparently beyond the hope of redemption. But a change

was about to take place— a circumstance which eventual-

ly turned the whole current of my life into a new and

unhoped for channel.

The month of October had nearly drawn to a close, and

on its last Sunday evening I wandered out into the streets,

pondering as well as I was able to do, for I was somewhat

intoxicated, on my lone and friendless condition. My
frame was much weakened by habitual indulgence in

intoxicating liquor, and little fitted to bear the cold of

winter, which had already begun to come on. But I had

no means of protecting myself against the bitter blast,

and as I anticipated my coming misery, I staggered along,

houseless, aimless, and all but hopeless.

Some one tapped me on the shoulder. An unusual

thing that, to occur to me ; for no one now cared to come

in contact with the wretched, shabby-looking drunkard. I

was a disgrace— 'a living, walking disgrace.' I could

scai-cely believe my own senses when I turned and met a

kind look ; the thing was so unusual and so entirely unex-

pected, that I questioned the reality of it— but so it was.
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It was the first touch of kindness which I had known for

months ; and simple, and trifling as the circumstance may-

appear to many, it went right to my heart, and like the

vnng of an angel troubled the waters in that stagnant poo]

of affection, and made them once more reflect a little of

the light of human love.

The person who touched my shoulder was an entire

stranger. I looked at him, wondering what his business

was ^vith me. Regarding me rery earnestly, and appar-

ently with much interest, he exclaimed

:

' 'Mx. Gough, I believe ?
'

' That is my name,' I replied, and was passing on.

' You have been drinking to-day,' said the stranger, in a

kind voice, which arrested my attention, and quite dis-

pelled any anger at what I might otherwise have con-

sidered an ofiicious interference in my affairs.

' Yes, sir,' I replied, ' I have.'

' Why do you not sign the pledge ? ' was the next query.

I considered for a minute or two, and then informed

the strange friend, who had so unexpectedly interested

himself in my behalf, that I had no hope of ever again

becoming a sober man ; that I was without a single friend

in the world who cared for me, or what became of me—
that I fully expected to die very soon— I cared not how

soon— nor whether I died drunk or sober— and, in fact,

that I was in a condition of utter recklessness.

The stranger regarded me with a benevolent look—
took me by the arm, and asked me how I should hke to be as

I once was, respectable and esteemed, well clad, and sit-

ting as I used to in a place of worship, enabled to meet

my friends as in old times, and receive from them the

pleasant nod of recognition as formerly— in fact, be-

come a useful member of society '^
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* Oh !
' replied I, ' I should like all these things fii'st rate

;

but I have no expectation that such a thing will ever hap-

pen. Such a change cannot be possible.'

' Only sign our pledge,' remarked my friend, ' and I will

warrant that it shall be so. Sign it, and I will introduce

you myself to good friends, who wiU feel an interest in

your welfare and take a pleasui-e in helping you to keep

your good resolutions. Only, ]VIr. Gough, sign the pledge,

and all -will be as I have said ; ay, and more too.'

Oh! how pleasantly fell these words of kindness and

promise on my crushed and bruised heart. I had long been

a stranger to feelings such as now awoke in my bosom.

A chord had been touched which vibrated to the tone of

love. Hope once more dawned, and I began to think,

strange as it appeared, that such things as my friend prom-

ised me might come to pass. On the instant I resolved to

try, at least, and said to the stranger

:

' Well, I mil sign it'

* When? 'he asked.

' I cannot do so to-night,' I replied, ' for I must have some

more drink presently ; but I certainly will to-morrow.'

'We have a temperance meeting to-morrow evening,'

he said ;
' Will you sign it then ?

'

'I will.'

* That is right,' said he, grasping my hand, ' I will be

there to see you.'

' You shall,' I remarked ; and we parted.

I went on my way much touched by the kind interest

which, at last, some one had taken in my welfare. I said

to myself, ' If it should be the last act of my life, I will

perform my promise, and sign it even though I die in the

attempt, for that man has placed confidence in me, and

on that account I love him.' I then proceeded to a low
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groggery in Lincoln square hotel, and in the space of half

an hour, drank four glasses of brandy ; this, in addition to

what I had taken before, made me very drunk, and I stag-

gered home as well as I could. Arrived there, I threw

myself on the bed and lay in a state of drunken insensibility

until morning

The first thing which occurred to my mind on awaking

was the promise I had made on the evening before, to sign

the pledge ; and feeling, as I usually did on the morning

succeeding a drunken bout, wretched, and desolate, I was

almost sorry that I had agreed to do so. My tongue was
dry, my throat parched— my temples throbbed as if they

would burst, and I had a horrible burning feeling in my
stomach which almost maddened me and I felt that I viicst

have some bitters or I should die. So I jielded to my
appetite, which would not be appeased, and repaired to the

same hotel, where I had squandered away so many shil-

lings before; there I drank three or four, times, until my
nerves were a little strung, and then I went to work.

All that day, the coming event of the evening w^as con-

tinually before my mind's eye, and it seemed to me as if the

appetite Avhich had so long controlled me, exerted more
power over me than ever. It grew stronger than I had at

any time known it, now that I was about to rid myself of

it. Until noon I struggled against its cravings, and then,

unable to endure my misery any longer, I made some ex-

cuse for lea%'ing the shop, and went nearly a mile from it

in order to procure one more glass wherewith to appease

the demon who so tortured me.

The day wore wearily away, and when evening came, I

determined, in spite of many a hesitation, to perform the

promise I had made to the stranger the night before. The
meeting was to be held at the lower Town Hall, Worcester,

5
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and thither, clad in an old brown surtout, closely buttoned

up to my chin, that my ragged habiliments beneath might

not be visible, I repaired. I took a place among the rest,

and when an opportunity of speaking presented itself, I

requested permission to be heard, which was readily

granted.

When I stood up to relate my story, I was invited to

the stand, to which I repaired ; and, on turning to face the

audience, I recognized my acquaintance who had asked me
to sign. It was Mr. Joel Stratton. He greeted me with a

smile of approbation, which nerved and strengthened me
for my task, as I tremblingly observed every eye fixed

upon me. I lifted my quivering hand, and then and there

told what rum had done for me. I related how I was once

respectable and happy, and had a home ; but that now I

was a houseless, miserable, scathed, diseased, and blighted

outcast from society. I said, scarce a hope remained to me
of ever becoming that which I once was ; but having prom-

ised to sign the pledge, I had determined not to break

my word, and would now aflSx my name to it. In my
palsied hand I with difficulty grasped the pen, and, in char-

acters almost as crooked as those of old Stephen Hopkins,

I signed the total abstinence pledge, and resolved to free

myself from the inexorable tyrant— rum.

Although still desponding and hopeless, I felt that I was

relieved from a part of my heavy load. It was not because

I deemed there was any supernatural power in the pledge,

which would prevent my ever again falling into such depths

of woe as I had already become acquainted with, but the

feeling of relief arose from the honest desire I entertained

to keep a good resolution. I had exerted a moral power,

which had long remained lying by, perfectly useless. The

very idea of what I had done, strengthened and encouraged



AUTOBIOGEAPHT. 67

me. Nor was this the only impulse given me to proceed
in my new pathway: for many who witnessed my signing,
and heard my simple statement, came forward kindly,
grasped my hand, and expressed their satisfaction at the
step I had taken. A new and better day seemed to have
daAvned upon me.

As I left the hall, agitated and enervated, I remember
chuckling to myself, with gi-eat gratification, ' I have done
it— I have done it.' There was a degree of pleasure m
having put my foot on the head of the tyrant who had so
long led me captive at his wiU; but, though I had
' scotched

'
the snake, I had not killed him, for every inch

of his frame Avas full of venomous vitality, and I felt that
all my caution was necessary to prevent his stinging me
afresh.

I went home, retu-ed to bed ; but in vain did I try to
sleep. I pondered upon the step I had taken, and
passed a restless night. Knowing that I had voluntarOy
renounced drink, I endeavored to support my sufferings,

and resist the incessant craving of my remorseless appetite
as well as I could

; but the struggle to overcome it was in-

supportably painful. ^Vhen I got up in the morning, my
brain seemed as though it would burst ^vith the intensity of
its agony, my throat appeared as if it were on fire, and in my
stomach I experienced a dreadful burning sensation, as if

the fires of the pit had been kindled there. My hands trem-
bled so, that to raise water to my feverish lips was almost
impossible. I craved, literally gasped, for my accustomed
stimulus, and felt that I should die if I did not have it

;

but I persevered in my resolve, and withstood the tempta-
tions which assailed me on every hand.

Still, during all this frightful time, I experienced a feel-

ing, somewhat akin to satisfaction, at the position I had
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taken, I had made at least one step towards refonnatioB.

I began to think that it was barely possible that I might see

better days, and once more hold up my head in society. Such

feelings as these would alternate with gloomy forebodings,

and 'thick coming fancies' of approaching ill. At ona

time hope, and at another fear, would predominate; but

the raging, dreadful, continued thirst was always present,

to tortm-e and tempt me.

After breakfast, I proceeded to the shop where I was em-

ployed, feeling dreadfully ill. I determined, however, to put

a bold face on the matter, and, in spite of the cloud which

seemed to hang over me, to attempt work. I was exceed

ingly weak, and fancied, as I almost reeled about the shop,

that every eye was fixed upon me suspiciously, although I

exerted myself to the utmost to conceal my agitation. How
I got through that day, I cannot now tell, but its length

seemed interminable, and as if it would never come to an

end. I felt I was undeserving of confidence after I had so

often broken my promises of amendment ; but I determined

to make another effort to procure the respect of my em
ployers, and going to one of the gentlemen in the shop, 1

informed him that I had signed the pledge.

He looked at me very earnestly, and said, ' I know you

have.'

' And,' I added, ' I mean to keep it.'

' So they all say,' he replied
;

' and I hope you will.'

As he spoke doubtingly, I reiterated my determination

to abide by the resolution I had made, never more to touch

intoxicating liquors, and said- to him, ' You have no con-

fidence in me, sir.

'None, whatever,' he replied; 'but I hope you will keep

your pledge.'
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I turned to work again, saddened in mind and subdued

in spirit ; for the conversation I had just held mth my em-

ployer showed me how low I had sunk in the esteem of

prudent and sober-minded men. WHiilst brooding over my
misfortunes, I heard my name mentioned, and, turning

round, saw a gentleman, who had entered unobserved by

me. He said, ' Good morning, IVIr. Gough. I was very

glad to see you take the position you did last night, and so

were many of our temperance friends. It is just such men
as you that we want, and I have no doubt but you will be

the means of doing the cause a great deal of good.'

This greatly encouraged me ; and the gentleman, whose

name was Mr. Jesse "W. Goodrich, then and now practising

as an attorney and counsellor at law in Worcester, added,

in a very kindly tone, ' My office is at the Exchange, Mr.

Gough, and I shall be very happy to see you, whenever you

like to call in,— very happy.

It would be impossible to describe how this act, trifling

as it appeared, cheered me. With the exception of Mr.

Joel Stratton, who was a waiter at the temperance hotel,

and who had asked me to sign the pledge, no one had ac-

costed me for months in a manner Avhich would lead me to

think any one cared for me, or what might be my fate.

Now, however, I was not altogether alone in the world ; there

icas a probability of my being rescued from the slough of

despond, where I had so long been floundering. I saw that

the fountain of human kindness was not utterly sealed up

;

and again a green spot, an oasis, small, indeed, but cheermg,

appeared in the desert of life. I had something now to live

for. A new desire for life seemed suddenly to spring up
j

the universal boundary of human sympathy included even

my wretched self in its cheering circle. And all these sen-

sations were generated by a few kind words.
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What a lesson of love should not this teach us 1 How

know we, but some tiifling sacrifice, some little act of kind-

ness, some, it may be, unconsidered word, may heal a

hruised heart, or cheer a drooping spirit. Never shall 1

forget the exquisite delight which I felt when first asked to

caU and see Mr. Goodrich ; and how did I love him from

my very heart for the pleasure he aff"orded me in the knowl-

edge that some one on the broad face of the earth cared for

me,— for me, who had given myself up as a castaway ; who,

two days before, had been friendless in the widest significa-

tion of the Avord, and willing, nay, wishing, to die. Any

man who has suddenly broken off a habit, such as mine was,

may imagine whatmy sufferings were during the week which

followed my abandoning the use of alcohol. Any attempt

to describe my feelings would ineA-itably fall far short of the

reality, and I shall mention only one or two circumstances

in connection "svith this eventful period of my life.

On the evening of the day following that on which I

signed the pledge, I went straight home from my workshop,

with a dreadful feeling of some impending calamity haunt-

ing me. In spite of the encouragement I had received, the

presentiment of coming evil Avas so strong, that it bowed

me almost to the dust with apprehension. The unslakable

tliirst still clung to me, and water instead of allajnng it,

seemed only to increase its intensity. I feared another

attack of delirium tremens, and not without reason ; for, on

that veiy evening, when I took the iron pin to screw up the

binding-press, it seemed to turn to a writhing, creeping

snake in my hands. I dropped it in hon-or, and it was

nothing but a bar of iron ! These and similar illusions

temfied me, and ere long my worst apprehensions were

realized. I was fated to encounter one struggle more with

my enemy before I became free
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Fearful was that struggle. God, in his mercy, forbid that

any other young man should endure but a tenth part of the

torture which racked my frame and agonized my heart.

As, in the former attack, horrible faces glared upon me
from the walls,— faces ever changing, and displaying new
and still more horrible features,— black, bloated insects

crawled over my face, and myriads of burning, concentric

rings were revolving incessantly. At one moment the

chamber appeared as red as blood, and in a tmnkling it was

dai-k as the chamel-house. I seemed to have a knife with

hundreds of blades in my hand, every blade driven through

the flesh of my hands, and all were so inextricably bent and

tangled together, that I could not withdi-aw them for some

time ; and when I did, from my lacerated fingers the bloody

fibres would stretch out all quivering with life. After a

frightful paroxysm of this kind, I would start like a maniac

from my bed, and beg for life, life ! What I of late thought

so worthless, seemed now to be of unappreciable value. I

dreaded to die, and clung to existence, as feeling that my
Boul's salvation depended on a little more of life. A great

portion of this time I spent alone ; no mother's hand was

near to wipe the big di-ops of perspiration from my brow

;

no kind voice cheered me in my solitude. Alone I encoun-

tered all the host of demoniac forms which crowded my
chamber. No one witnessed my agonies, or counted my
woes, and yet I recovered ; how^ still remains a mystery to

myself, and still more mysterious was the fact of my con-

cealing my sufferings from every mortal eye.

In about a week, I gained, in a great degree, the mastery

over my accursed appetite; but the strife had made me
dreadfully weak. Gradually my health improved, my
spirits recovered, and I ceased to despair. Once more was

I enabled to crawl into the sunshine : but, ! how chan<
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Wan cheeks and hollow eyes, feeble limbs, and almost

poAverless hands, plainly enough indicated that, between

me and death, there had indeed been but a step.

A great change now took place in my condition for the

better, and it appeared likely enough that the anticipations

of my friend, ^Ir. Stratton, who induced me to sign the

pledge, as to my becoming once more a respectable man,

were about to be realized. For a long period, of late, I

had ceased to take any care with respect to my personal

appearance, for the intemperate man is seldom neat ; but I

now began to feel a little more pride on this head, and en-

deavored to make my scanty wardrobe appear to the best

advantage. I also apphcd myself more diligently to busi-

ness, and became enabled to purchase ai'ticles which I had

long needed, and assume a more respectable appearance.

Unfortunately, however, work soon began to slacken, and

my circumstances, in consequence, were but poor.

I, generally, regularly attended the weekly temperance

meetings, and my case being well knoAvn, I was at length

invited to speak on the subject. After some hesitation, I

consented to do so, and addressed an audience for about

fifteen minutes, stating what my course had been, and what

temperance had effected for me, and also expressing my
firm determination to adhere to the total abstinence pledge.

I well remember the individual who first engaged mc for a

regular speech. It was a good man, and devoted friend of

the cause, I\Ir. Hiram Fowler, of Upton. He heard my
address at one of the temperance meetings, and thinking I

should do good, was very anxious to secure my humble

services.

One afternoon, not long after I joined the society, a gen-

tleman invited me to speak on temperance, in the school-

house, on Bumcoat plain That evening I shall never
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forget. I w^s not, from scarcity of funds, enabled to pro-
cure fittinoj habiliments in which to appear before a respect-

able audience, and so I was compelled to wear an old over
coat, which the state of my under clothing obliged me to

button closely up to my chin. The place assigned to me was
very near a large and well-heated stove. As I spoke, I grew
warm, and after using a little exertion, the heat became so

insufferable, that I was drenched in perspiration. My situ-

ation was ludicrous in the extreme. I could not, in con
sequence of the crowd, retreat from the tremendous fire,

and unbuttoning my coat was out of the question alto-

gether. What with the warmth imparted by my subject,

and that which proceeded from the stove, I was fairly be-

tween two fires. When I had done my speech, I was all

but done myself, for my body contained a greater quantity

of caloric than it had ever possessed before or since. I

question whether Monsieur Chabert, the fire king, was ever

subjected to a more ' fiery trial.'

Not long after this, it began to be whispered alx)ut that I

had some talents for public speaking ; and my career, as an

intemperate man, having been notorious, a little curiosity

as to my addresses was excited. I was invited to visit Mil-

bury, and deliver an address there. I went, in company
^vith Doctor Hunting, of Worcester. Mi-. Van Wao-ner
better kno^vn, perhaps, as the Poughkeepsie blacksmith,

was also to speak. I spoke, for the first time, from a pulpit

at this place ; and my address, which was listened to very

attentively, occupied about a quarter of an hour or twenty

minutes. At this time, nothing was farther from my in-

tentions than becoming a public speaker. In my wildest

flights, I never dreamed of this, I can sincerely say that

I was urged to give these early addresses solely by a hope
that good, through my instrumentality, might be done to

the temperance cause, to which I owed my redemption.
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Prior to delivering this address at IVIilbury, I had pur-

chased a new suit of clotlies, the fii-st which I had been

able to get for a long period. They came home on the day

fixed for my speaking. Now, I had been so long accus-

tomed to my old garments, that they had become, as it

were, a part and parcel of myself, and seemed to belong to

me, and feel as natural as my skin did. My new suit was

very fashionably cut, and as I put on the ai'ticles, one by

one, I felt more awkwardness than, I verily believe, I ever

exliibited, before or since, in the course of my life. The

pantaloons were strapped down, over feet wMch had long

been used to freedom, and I feared to walk in my usual

manner, lest they should go at the knee. I feared, too, lest

a strap should give, and make me lop-sided for Ufe. The

vest certainly set off my waist to the best advantage ; but

it did not seem, on a fii'st acquaintance, half so comfortable

as my ancient friend, although the latter had long been

threadbare, and viinxis a few buttons. And, then, the

smartly cut coat was so neatly and closely fitted to the

arms, and the shoulders, and the back, that, when it was

on, I felt in a fix as well as a fit. I was fearful of any thing

but a mincing motion, and my anns had a cataleptic

appearance. Every step I took was a matter of anxiety,

lest an unlucky rip should derange my smartness. How I

tried the pockets, over and over again, and stared at myself

in the glass ! Verily I felt more awkward, for some time,

in my new suit, than I did whilst roasting before the fire in

my old one.

On the evening following my visit to MUbury, I delivered

a second address, in another church there, which was

well attended. Invitations now began to pour in on

jie from many quarters, and I had been asked, several

times, to go to the same old school-house, on Bumcoat
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plain, where I had before spoken ; when, on the 26th of

December, 1842, Dr. Kendall, of Stirling, aoplied for some

person to deliver a temperance address. I was recommend-

ed as a suitable person, and went with him, occupying the

whole of the evening, for the fii'st time. Mr. Van Wagner

spoke the next night, and I was detained until the Sunday

morning. On my return to Worcester, I found that several

applications for my ser^uces had been made from other

to\\Tis. Mr. Genery Twichell was desirous that I should go

with him to Barre, where a New Year's Day celebration, or

temperance jubilee, consisting of singing and addresses, was

to be held. In compliance with Mr. Twichell's wish, I

attended the anniversary, and felt much gratification ; after

which I again returned to Worcester.

I now, finding that my engagements were increasing

fast, applied to my employers for leave of absence for a

week or tsvo, in order to enable me to perform them. The

required permission I obtained. When I went away, I left

a pile of Bibles on my bench unfinished, promising to finish

them on my return ; but unforeseen circumstances occurred,

and I never retunied to complete them.

My time was now almost entirely employed in lecturing

on the temperance cause; and, as good appeared to be

efiected by my labors, I was encouraged to proceed. I

visited, about this time, in succession, the towns of Grafton,

Webster, Leicester, Milbuiy. AVest Boylston, Berlin, Bol-

ton, Upton, Hopkinton, and Mendon, together with many
Dther places in Worcester county, the names of which it is

not necessary to record. My audiences gradually in-

creased in numbers, and, as I acquired more confidence in

speaking, my labors were rendered the more useful and

acceptable.

I must now refer to a circumstance which occurred about
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five months after I signed the pledge, and which caused in-

finite pain to myself, and uneasiness to the friends of the

cause. I allude to a fact, notorious at the time—my vio-

lation of the pledge. This narratire purports to be a veri-

table record of my history, and God forbid that I should

conceal or misstate any material circumstance connected

with it. If the former portion of this Autobiography be

calculated to operate as a warniag against the use of alco-

holic liquors, the event which I am now about to record

may not be without its use, in convincing many who have

flung away the maddening draught, that theyneed a strength,

not their own, to enable them to adhere to the vows they

make. Well, and wisely, has it been said by the inspired

penman, ' Let him that thinketh he standeth, take heed lest

he fall
;

' for unassisted human strength is utterly unable to

afford adequate support in the hour of weakness or tempt

ation. We are only so far safe when we depend on a

mightier arm than our own for support. Our very strength

lies in our sense of weakness, and this was to be demon-

strated in my experience.

I had known all the misery which intoxication produces,

and, remembering it, could fervently offer up a prayer, such

as the following, which, although first breathed by other

lips than mine, aptly expressed my feelings :
—

'Almighty God, if it be thy will that man should

suffer, whatever seemeth good in thy sight impose on

me. Let the bread of affliction be given me to eat. Take-

from me the friends of my confidence. Let the cold hut of

poverty be my dwelling-place, and the wasting hand of dis-

ease inflict its painful torments. Let me sow in the whirl-

wind, and reap in the storm. Let those have me in de-

rision who are younger than I. Let the passing away of
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my welfare be like the fleeting of a eloud, and the shouts of

my enemies be like the rushing of waters. When I an-

ticipate good, let evil annoy me ; when I look for light, let

darkness come upon me. Let the terrors of death be ever

before me. Do all this, but save me, merciful God, save

me from the fate of a Drunkard. Amen.'

I loved the temperance pledge. No one could value it

more than I ; for, standing, as I did, a redeemed man, en-

abled to hold up my head in society, I owed every thing to

it. Painful as I said this event of my life was in the act,

and humiliating in the contemplation, I proceed to state

every particular respecting it.

I was, at this time, delivering addresses in the town of

Charlton, Worcester county. Laboring so indefatigably,

and indeed unceasingly, almost immediately, and for some

time, after suddenly breaking off the use of a stimulus to

which I had been accustomed for years, I became very

weak in healtli; and, being of an extremely nervous tem-

perament, I suffered much more than I othemlse should

have done. I had an almost constant haemoiThage from

my stomach, and gradually became so excited, and ner-

vously irritable, that I entirely lost my appetite, and could

neither eat nor sleep. The engagements that I had made at

Charlton came to a termination on Fast day, and in order

to prepare for an address the next evening at Sutton, that

town being the next on my list of appointments (number-

ing now more than thirty in succession), I returned to Wor-

cester. Whilst there, and on my way there from Chai'lton,

I felt sensations to which I had before been a stranger. It

was a most distressing feeling, but one impossible to define.

It will be remembered that, in a former page, I have given

an account of an accident which I received when a boy,
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my head having been wounded by a spade. In the neighbor-

Aood of this old injury I experienced considerable pain. A
restlessness, too, accompanied these symptoms, for which I

could not account, and which I could not by any effort

subdue. It was noticed, with some uneasiness, by my
friends, that I acted and talked very strangely ; but I was

not at all conscious that, in my every day habits, there was

any thing to excite or attract more than ordinaiy attention.

I boarded -with a Mrs. Chamberlain, as good, kind, and

considerate a woman as I ever knew. She observed my
illness, and strongly urged me to remain at home, and go

to bed. But I was in so nervous a state, that to remai»

still for five minutes together was a thing utterly impossible.

I could neither sit in one position long, or remain standing

;

and this restless feeUng was far more distressing to myself

than can be imagined by those who have not suffered in a

similar way. It appeared to me that I must be going sonie-

wkere, I knew not, and cared not whither, but there was a

certain impulsive feeling which I could not restrain, any

more than an automaton can remain motionless when its

machinery is wound up. I left Mrs. Chamberlain's house,

much against her wish, saying I should return shortly, and

intending to do so ; but when I had wandered about for a

little time, I heard the fifteen-minute bell, at the depot, an-

nounce that the train was about to start for Boston, and

almost without thinking of what I was about to do, I pro-

ceeded to the station, entered the cars, and, without any

earthly aim or object, set out for Boston ; all I felt was an

irresistible inclination to move on, I cared not where.

SeA'eral gentlemen, into whose company I fell, noticed

the extreme sh-angeness of my deportment and conversa-

tion whilst in the cars. On aniving in Boston, I strolled

for some time about the streets, uncertain how to employ
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or amuse myself. Evening drew on, and it occurred to me
that I might dissipate my melancholy, and quiet myself

down, by going to the theatre ; I resolved to pursue this

course, and accordingly entered the playhouse. I had not

been there long before I fell in with some old companions,

with whom I had been intimate many years before. We
talked together of old times ; and, at last, observing my
manner, and noticing that I talked strangely and incohe-

rently, they inquured Avhat ailed me. I told them that I felt

as if I wanted to move on, that move on I must, but cared

not whither,— in fact that I was very ill. After being

pressed to accompany them and take some oysters, I con-

sented, and we all repaired to an oyster-room. It was

during the time of taking this refreshment that a glass of

wine or brandy was offered me. \yithout thought, I drank

it off. And then, suddenly, the terrible thought flashed

across my mind that I had violated my pledge. The
horror I felt at the moment, it would be impossible for me
to describe. Ruin, inevitable ruin, stared me in the face. By
one rash and inconsiderate act, I had undone the work of

months, betrayed the confidence reposed in me by friends,

and blasted every hope for the future. To say that I felt

miserable, would only give a faint idea of my state. For

five months I had battled with my enemy, and defied him

when he appeared armed with all his terrors ; but now, when

I fondly fancied him a conquered foe, and had sung in the

broad £ace of day my paeans of victory, to hundreds and

thousands of listeners, he had craftily -wrought my downfall.

I was like some bark,

' Which stood the storm when winds were rough,

But in a sunny hour, fell off;

Like ships that have gone down at eea

When heaven was all tranquillity.'
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My accursed appetite, too, -which I deemed eradicated, I

found had only slept ; the single glass I had taken roused

my powerful and now successful enemy. I argued with

myself that as I had made one false step, matters could not

be made worse by taking a few more. So, yielding to

temptation, I swallowed three or four more potations, and

slept that night at the hotel. "With the morning reflection

came ; and fearful, indeed, appeared to me my situation.

Without drinking again, I started in the cars for New-

buryport, painfully feeling but not exhibiting any signs of

having indulged in the intemperate cup on the pre\nous

evening. At Newburyport an unlooked for trial awaited

me,— I was invited to speak for the temperance society

there. I felt that I had no claim now to be heard, although

I bitterly repented my retrograde movement ; but at length

I consented to speak, and did so, both on the Sunday and the

follo-ning ]Monday. To Worcester I dreaded retm-ning, so

agonized was I in mind. It was there I came forward as a

redeemed drankard, had there, time and again, solemnly

vowed that the intoxicating cup should never press my lips

again, had there been received by the kind and the good

with open arms, and encouraged to proceed ; but, alas ! how

had I fallen ! and with what countenance could I meet those

to whose respect and sympathy I felt I had now no longer

claim?

I returned, in consequence of entertaining such sentiments

as these, again to Boston, there intending to remain until I

should decide as to what my future course should be. I

became faint, hungry, and sick ; and my heart remained ' ill

at ease.' Again I di-ank, although not to excess, and at

length resolved, at all hazards, to return to Worcester,

which place I reached on Saturday, where, as might be
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expected from my conduct previous to leaving, my friends

were very much alarmed at my absence.

On my arrival home, I immediately sent for my friend,

Mr. Jesse W. Goodrich, the same gentleman, it will be re-

membered, Avho kindly inWted me to call ondiim the day

after I signed the pledge. I also sent for Dr. Hunting, who

Jiad greatly interested himself in my welfare. When these

gentlemen came to see me, I at once made them acquainted

mth what had transpired in Boston, and my violation of

the pledge, and then expressed to them my determination

to leave the town, county, and State, never more to return

to it. I then re-signed the pledge, and commenced packing

up my books and clothes, with the full detennination of

leaving Worcester the following Monday.

My friends, who did not desert me, even in these dai-k

hours of my existence, again rallied round me, and per-

suaded me to remain, in order to attend the temperance

meeting on the Monday I had fixed as the day of my de-

parture. My candid statement had, in a measure, revived

their confidence in me. In accordance with their desires,

I did remain, and went, at the time mentioned, to the upper

Town Hall, where a very large audience was assembled,

who appeared to feel a great interest in the proceedings. I

was almost broken-hearted, and felt as if I were insane:

but I humbly trust that I sincerely repented of the false

step I had taken, and, cheered by the considerate kindness

of my friends, I determined, God helping me, to be movQ

than ever an uncompromising foe to alcohol.

As this portion of my history is of some importance, I

shall, instead of entering into any detailed description of

the meeting I have just spoken of myself, quote in this

place the report of the proceedings which appeared at the

time in the public journals.
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The following article appeared in the ' Cataract and

Washingtonian :

'
—

' Mr. John B. Gough, as soon as he was kno-\vn to be in

the hall, was called for in all du-ections, and received in a

manner which showed the true spirit of Washingtonian

sympathy, kindness, and charity, to be stiU predominant in

the bosom of this great Washingtonian fraternity. Feeble

in health, and with an utterance half choked by the inten-

sity of his feelings, he briefly alluded to, and promptly ac-

knowledged his late misfortune, saying that he had^ within

a few days past, deemed himself a crushed and a ruined

man ; but that the enemies of the great cause he had at-

tempted to advocate need not rejoice. That he had rallied,

had re-signed the pledge, and then felt, and should prove

himself, a more uncompromising foe to alcohol than he had

ever been before : and, after invoking, in tones that came

from and went to the heart, the blessing of Heaven upon hia

friends, this society, and the cause, attended by his phy-

sician and some friends, retired from the hall, subdued,

even to tears, by the ti-ying ordeal through wliich he had

been passing.'

The following is extracted from a more extended report

in the same journal :
—

'The Washingtonian Society of Westboro' met at the

Town Hall, on Thursday evening, April 20, 1843. The

hall was full to overflowing. The meeting was called to

order by the President of the Society, and opened with

prayer by the Eev. INIi-. Harvey ; after which the President

introduced INIr. J. B. Gough, the well-known, eloquent, and

successful advocate of temperance, who, in a very feeling
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and appropriate manner, stated that, within a short time,

he had broken his pledge, but he had signed it again, again

risen up to combat King Alcohol, and that he appeared

before them the uncompromising foe to alcohol in all its

formSj -willing to devote all the energies of his body and

mind to the noble cause of temperance ; and, with all hu-

mility, threw himself upon the kindness of his friends, stat-

ing it was for them to say whether or not he should pro-

ceed, and have their kindness and support, when the follow-

ing resolutions were offered, and unanimously adopted,

almost by acclamation :
—

'

" Resolved^ That as intemperance is the cause of most of

the misery and suffering that affect our fellow-men, drying

up and poisoning the streams of domestic happiness, it is

therefore our imperative duty to exert our united efforts

against the monster, and stand, shoulder to shoulder, until

the evil is banished from the land.

'

" Resolved, That we highly appreciate the former ser-

vices of jNIr. J. B. Gough, as a Washingtonian lecturer, and,

notAvithstanding the unhappy circumstances which have

lately occun-ed, we do most cordially greet him in the

Washingtonian spirit of kindness and sympathy, and most

cheerfully do we give him our countenance and support in

the glorious cause of temperance."

' ]Mr. Gough again rose, evidently much embarrassed, and

was received by the audience with decided marks of appro-

bation. He stated, that to be thus received was more than

he felt able to bear. Scorn and contumely he should be

enabled to endure, but to kindness he had not always been

accustomed, and he was completely unmanned. Recover-

ing his self-possession, he went on, and most eloquently

warned all, particularly the young men, who had become

"Washingtonians, to abandon their old associates, and not place
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themselves in the way of temptation. He portrayed, in most

glowing colors, the criminality of those Avho endeavor,

whatever may be their motive, to induce any one to vdolate

his pledge, leaving them to their own consciences and

their God. After holding the undivided attention of his

audience for near an hour, he concluded with a most power-

ful appeal to all to come out and sign the pledge, hoping that

no one would offer as an excuse, that the si^eaker had violated

his, but come out, and, each and all, give their support to a

cause which is worthy of the best effort of our powers.'

A similar resolution was passed at Sutton It was as

follows :
—

• Resolved, That we deeply sjTnpathize with IVIr. Gough

in his misfortune, in having violated his pledge, and heartily

express our satisfaction with his apology, and liighly ap-

prove of liis determination to continue his labors in the

temperance cause.'

Never shall I forget the kindness shown me at this

time by my friends, amongst whom I would especially

mention Mr. Goodrich, Dr. Hunting, and ]Mr. George M.

Rice, of Worcester.* It would be impossible for me to

enumerate here all from whom I received the most con-

siderate attentions, but they are not forgotten by me, and

never will be.

Although freely and fully forgiven by the Society, I

stiU felt keenly on the subject of my lapse ; but my inten-

Although b)' the generosity ofmy friends I was kindly forgiven,

yet by some few I was, and still am, regarded in no very favorable

light. I regret this, but do not blame them for not recognizing me

on the true Washingtonian principles ; they have my good will and

wishes, whatever may be their disposition towards me.
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tion of leaving the town was not carried into effect ; as my
friends, one and all, urging me to remain, I felt it my duty

to accede to tlieii- wishes. I was waited upon in Worces-

ter by Mr. Ellsworth Childs, of AVestborough, with a re-

quest from the good friends of that place that I should

visit them, and I felt it to be a duty to go to the ditferent

towns where I had made engagements, and to which I

had been reinvited, freely and frankly to confess the cir-

cumstances which led me to break my appointments, and

solicit their forgiveness, which was willingly accorded in

every case.

I trast that I now had a full sense of my own insuffi-

ciency to keep myself from sinking. Hitherto I had relied

too implicitly on my own strength for support, and my
utter weakness had been painfully exemplified in my vio-

lation of a sacred promise. It was a humiliating blow, but

it taught me that I derived my strength from on high, and

that when He withdrew it I was utterly powerless to think

of myself any good thing. AVhatever my future situation

in life may be, I hope ever to possess a strong sense of my
utter weakness, and cherish a humble dependence on Him
who is able to keep me from falling, and render my labors

honorable and useful.

This account of my violation of the pledge will, I doubt

not, be entirely new to many of my readers, although in

my own neighborhood the fact was notorious enough. It

is my earnest wish to send forth this narrative to the world

in as complete and perfect a manner as practicable ; omit-

ting nothing, nor adding to any thing, so that it may be sm

faithful a recoixl of my life as can be presented. I have

not shrunk from depicting the dark days of my life, be-

cause I wished to warn my fellow-men against the wine-

cup, and to strip the false and fading flowers from the
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manacles which amuse the inebriate Avhilst they cripple

his energies ; and in referring, as I shall have occasion to

do, in the remaining pages, to the time since the dark pall

was lifted up, I trust, forever, and hope's brilliant star shed

on me its lustre, I hope I shall not be deemed egotistical—
than this nothing can be more foreign to my views and senti-

ments. My readers must take the picture as it is, re-

membering that I have not adopted the style of any acad-

emy or school, but endeavored to present to the mind's

eye a graphic dehneation of what may be often met with in

our daily paths— a painting of human nature from the

LIFE.
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BY JOHN B. GOUGH.

PART THIRD.

With the exception of about three or four weeks of the

summer of 1843, I have labored since that year in behalf

of the temperance cause, having, I trust, sought and ob-

tained assistance from on High, and rested all my hopes

for success on the right foundation.

The sphere of my opei-ations soon became extended, and

I delivered lectures in the counties of Worcester, Norfolk,

Middlesex, and sometimes in the border towns of Con-

necticut, Vermont, New Hampshire, and as far as Provi-

dence, Rhode Island. During this period I had received

repeated invitations from a gentleman well known in Bos-

ton, Moses Grant, Esq., to go to that city and deliver ad-

dresses there. I felt, however, no disposition to accept his

offer at this time ; but sometime aftenvard, on tlie 23d of

August, 1843. happening to be at a celebration at the village

of Hopkinton, Massachusetts, Mr. Grant came to me and

requested a sight of my book of appointments. I showed

him what he required, and he immediately placed his finger

on the sixteenth, twenty-first, twenty-second, and twenty-

tiird days of September, and told me I must consider
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myself engaged by liim for those days. Mx. Grant then

very kindly told me to come to his house, and divest my-

self of all fear, for a good opportunity should be given me.

I accordingly agreed Avith Mi\ Grant to visit Boston, and

on Saturday, the sixteenth of September, proceeded to that

city, and went at once to INIr. Grant's house, where I was

very kindly received.

I felt rather apprehensive m view of speaking in Boston,

for I had heard it spoken of as the modern Athens, and

knew that as to intelligence it stood very high amongst the

cities of the Union. It was of no use, however, to look

back ; and as I was announced to speak that same evening

at the Tremont Chapel, under the Museum, I determined

to pluck up my courage. As I walked towards the Chapel

I really felt half inclined to run away. On entering the

liouse i found it about half full. I had frequently stood up

before much larger audiences, but I never experienced so

much hesitation and nervous sensibility as then. My
courage, like that of Bob Acres, seemed to be oozing out at

the palms of my hands, and my heart palpitated with ap-

prehension. But I managed to get through the ordeal, for

such in reality it was, without my trepidation having been

much observed.

On the four next follo-nang days I spoke at Eoxbuiy, and

on the twenty-first I delivered an address again in Boston,

at the Eev. INIr. Turnbull's chm-ch, in Harrison avenue.

On each of the two next days I spoke in Marlboro' Chapel

;

although I had heard much of temperance meetings being

frequently held there, I had never seen them. On the firsi

night I spoke there it was about half full, and on the next

the audience filled the building.

I then left Boston, and travelled through the various

towns in the vicmity, delivering addresses, until the follow-
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ing third of November, when I returned to the city, and

spoke three or four times at Marlboro' Chapel, and, on five

or six occasions, at the Odeon. I felt some diffidence about

speaking at the latter place, fearing it was too large for me,

but, to my surprise, on Sunday night it was very full, and

on the Monday evening crowded to excess. This reception

encouraged me, and I continued to give addresses in Boston,

with very few exceptions, until tlie second of December,

when I went to Portland, Maine, and again returned to

Boston, speaking in the course of the month, sometimes for

the Washingtonians, and at others for the Ladies' Benevo-

lent Society, but principally under the direction of my
friend. Deacon Grant, and tlie Boston Temperance Society,

then under the judicious management of that gentleman,

who acted and still acts as its President. My sei*\'ices were

now in requisition at Concord, N. H., New Bedford, Nashua,

Gloucester, Marblchead, Rockport ; and I made a trip into

the Old Colony of Plymouth, where the Pilgrim Fathers

landed, and visited also the towns of Newburyport, Newport,

R. I., and many other places, retui-ning occasionally to the

city, and speaking to large audiences there.

I was married at Worcester, on the 24th of November,

1843, by the Rev. Mr. Smally, a gentleman who, from the

first, had been my friend. After this, I went to reside at

Roxbury, where Ave boarded with Mrs. Fuller, a warm-

hearted Washingtonian, one ever ready to assist the re-

formed man ; in consequence of which, her house somewhat

resembled a hospital, or place of refuge for the destitute.

Mrs. Fuller evinced her love to the cause, by often being

out of pocket, through her endeavors to promote it.

Through Deacon Grant and other gentlemen, I received

applications for my services from the cities of New York,

Philadelphia, Richmond, Va., Charleston, S. C, Cincinnati,
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Bangor, and many other distant places. After matui-e

consideration, it was decided by my friends that I should

first visit New York, accompanied by Deacon Grant, as the

anniversary of the American Temperance Union was to be

held in that city. We left Boston on the 8th of May, 1844,

and I delivered an addi-ess in New York at the anniversary

on the ninth ; and on the tenth and twelfth of the same

month I spoke in two of the churches. I also paid a visit

to Newark and to the city of Brooklyn, and on the 16th of

May started for Philadelphia, in which city, although ar-

rangements had been made for my speaking, it was not

deemed advisable to hold meetings, in consequence of the

riots which had recently occurred there. I then proceeded

to Baltimore, in which city I spoke for five nights ; thence

I went to Washington, where I delivered addresses in the

morning and evening, and, returning, gave four lectures in

Philadelphia, and two in New York. Whilst proceeding

to Boston, in order to be present at the grand temperance

celebration on the thirtieth of May, I delivered an address

on board the steamer Massachusetts, in company with Dr.

Patton, the Rev. John INIarsh, and many other friends of

the cause.

Before I allude to the magnificent demonstration, just

refeiTcd to, I would mention, that I have received several

testimonials of the approbation and good-TNoU of kind

friends. Let it be perfectly understood, that I do not

make any mention of them from a feeling of pride, or in a

spirit of self-satisfied egotism. It is rather in acknowledg-

ment of the kindness of the respected donors that I take

any notice of these mementos here. I extract the following

from the Boston Bee :
—

'The exercises at the Tremont Temple, on Thursday

evening, on occasion of JMr. Cough's farewell address.
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[previous to leaving with Deacon Grant for Philadelphia,]

were highly interesting, and attended by a large audience.

The singing by the Euterpeans, Quartette Club, and

others, was excellent, and Mr. Cough's address exceeded in

interest all his former efforts. An elegant silver medal was

presented to INIr, Cough, accompanied by some eloquent

remarks by the Kev. E. H. Chapin, which called forth from

Mr. Cough an off-hand expression of gratitude, sincere,

wai-m, and gushing. We have been favored with an in-

spection of the medal Avhich is certainly veiy beautiful.

The workmanship is equal to any thing of the kind we

ever saAV, and was executed by Dennison, Adams & Co.,

67 Washington street. On one side of the medal are the

following words :
—

PRESENTED
TO

JOHN B. GOUGH,
BY THE

BOSTON QUARTETTE CLUB,
AT THE

TEE MO NT TEMPLE,
May 2, 1&14.

On the reverse is a fountain plajing from a shell, beneath

which is inscribed,

'The Fountain of Life.'

This is enclosed with very tastefully designed and executed

scroll-work, and around the edge is engraved the names of

the donors,

F. A. Lydston, W. H. Buebeck,

S. P. Currier, J. B. Hector.'

The edge of the medal is massive, and elegantly chased.

Its value we presume to be somewhere between fifteen and
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twenty dollars intrinsically, but we cannot calculate its

worth to the recipient, who has so well deserved such a

compliment by his untuing and successful eflForts in the

cause of temperance.'

I returned to Boston early on the morning of the 30th

of May, Mr. Samuel A. Walker haA^ing made aiTangements

for me to take a part in the exercises of the day,— a day

which will long be remembered as one of the most interest-

ing that ever occurred in the capital of ^Massachusetts. To
my great surprise, I found on my amval, that a barouche

and four white horses had been prepared to convey me into

the city, I experienced immense difficulty in getting to

the State House, so dense was the crowd of persons in the

various streets ; and the whole population of the city, seemed

almost to a man, to have risen up and hailed the celebration

of the Genius of Temperance.

It was a brilliant day, in the most beautiful of the

months ; and all heaven and earth seemed to conspire in

order to do honor to a cause whose object was the promo-

tion of the happiness of God's creatures. The sun shone

from a sky of cloudless azure, and the young May flowers

rejoiced in his beams. The river spai'kled as it flowed

along, bearing on its broad bosom majestic barks, decorated,

from tmcks to main-chains, with gay flags and sti'eamers.

Every now and then, a light cloud of white smoke would

float upward, and then the thunder of cannonading would

reverberate amongst the distant hills. Music sent forth its

glad tones upon the air, and as one band ceased its melody,

another and another would bui-st forth, until the whole air

was vocal with sweet sounds.

The city was dressed in gay attii-e, as we may suppose

Venice was clad in her bright and palmy days. The shops
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were closed, for innocent pleasure ruled in the marts of

commerce for a few short hours. The Custom House

doors no more atForded egress and ingress to the busy sons

of traffic ; and at the banks was heard no silver sounds pro-

ceeding from the money-changers. The counting-house

v.-as still, for the merchant and his clerks had closed the

ledger, and determined to balance accounts with temper-

ance for once in the year, at least. From many a warehouse

window, high up, hung gayly-colored fancy goods ; and in

some streets, lines of banners stretched across the streets

from end to end, and hundreds of emblematic bottles were

displayed, suspended, bottom upward, from lines, vnth the

corks out.

From every window which commanded a view of the

procession, gazed hundreds of old and young, grave and

gay. Those in Washington street were crowded with

ladies ; and never did brighter eyes rest on a fairer scene

than was presented to the view that day. It was a great

day for the women.

Yes ; for the women ! They were more interested in

such a demonstration than at first glance might be sup-

posed. If ever an angel conveyed to them ' good tidings,'

surely it must have been the heavenly visitant who bore

temperance to their homes. Weak, delicate women may

well bless a cause so pregnant with household blessings

and domestic affections. How many bright eyes have

gi'OAvn dim, and Ught hearts hea\^, and delicate frames

bowed down to the dust— and what young hopes have

been blighted, and strong affections crushed, and fair pros-

pects blasted, during the absence of temperance from the

hearthside. Ay, that hearth itself has become a desolate

place, a domestic desert, barren and unprofitable; for,

where the mother sang to her girl, and the father proudly



94 AUTOBIOGRAPHY.

gazed on his boy— where husband and wife 'took sweet

counsel together,' and sister and mother formed the social

ring, scarcely a link of the shivered chain is left to tell

where happiness once had been. Families become scattered

whenever intemperance plants his burning foot on the

threshold, and that which was once—
' A little heaven below,'

a sanctaaiy from the toil and tuimoil of this working-day

world, becomes but a cage of unclean birds— a very Pan-

demonium. Home ! the magic of that word is dispelled for-

ever, and they who dwelt under the family roof tree—
* Who grew in beauty, side by side,

i

Who filled one house with glee.

From each are severed far and wide,

By stream, and mount, and sea.'

! has not woman reason to bless the temperance cause ?

But to the procession ; for, as no record of it, except the

ephemeral reports of the newspapers, exists, I have been

induced to notice it here.

I had witnessed many great gatherings, of various de-

scriptions ; but none ever affected me as this did. I could

scarcely speak, and to describe my feelings would be im-

possible. Such a day I never, in my most sanguine dreams,

imagined would have da^vned on earth.

On it came, a dense, gayly-adomed, moving multitude,

aU in perfect order— every eye beaming with gladness,

and every lip wreathed with smiles. The Boston Brigade

Band came first, pealing forth strains of triumphant music.

The Washington Light Infantry, clad in the trappings of

war, next marched to celebrate the peaceful triumphs of

temperance ; and then a magnificent prize-banner displayed
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its gorgeous folds to the breeze. [This flag was after-

wai-ds awarded, by Moses Kimball, Esq., of the Museum,

to the county having the largest number in the procession,

according to its population.]

Then came a four-horse barouche, with two marshals,

one on either side, in which was that truly great and good

man, Governor Briggs, the President of the day, accom-

panied by the President of the Washingtonian Tempe-

rance Society. High as was his situation as Governor of

the Bay State, never stood he in a prouder position than on

that day. ! it was a noble thing, to see one who posses-

sed such influence, exerting it in so noble a cause, and

there, by liis presence, encouraging the progress of a re-

form, the blessings resulting from which vdR only be kno^vn

in that day when all secrets shall be revealed. A far

nobler and more imposing sight was it than fields of martial

glory could ever exhibit— fields where heroes stood, and

received their laurels of triumph. The Governor of Mas-

sachusetts headed an army, which only pressed on to

achieve bloodless victories, and proclaim ' peace on earth.'

Such men constitute the true nobility. Universal benevo-

lence is emblazoned on their escutcheons. The happiness

of mankind, temporal and eternal, form their mottoes ; and

the gi-atitude and admiration of their kind, the rich seals

to their patents of nobility.

In the carriage Avith the Governor were the Rev. John

Marsli, W. K. Mitchell, and Wm. R. Stacy, Esq. The

Yice-President of the day came next, and then followed

a Reverend band of men, who, whilst they labored in their

vocation for the interests of religion, acknowledged tem-

perance as its handmaid. A large band of invited guests

then formed its portion of the procession.

Next came the different societies of Suff"olk county, with
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banners streaming in the air, and music pealing from the

Washingtonian Temperance Band, who honored the pro-

ceedings of the day by appearing for the fii'st time in a new

and splendid uniform. The band preceded the Parent Wash-

ingtonian Total Abstinence Society, which was incorpor-

ated with the North End Temperance Association, the

West Boston Hancock Washingtonian Temperance

Society, and the Fort Hill Washingtonian Temperance

Society. After these came, in long and noble array, the

Boston Temperance Society. Then, the South Boston

Washington Total Abstinence Society. This body

having conspicuously in their midst a Well of pure cold

water, drawn by horses. The Chelsea Temperance Union

next made its cheerful appearance ; and then the St. Ma-

ry's Temperance Society, and the South End Washing-

tonian Benevolent Total Abstinence Society, preceded by

the magnificent Band of the United States ship of the line

Ohio. The Boston Marine Total Abstinence Society next

followed, composed of hale, joyous-looking tars, who be-

lied in appearance the assertion that grog was necessary

for sailors. These bore in their ranks a splendid model

of the United States Frigate Constitution, behind which

came the crew of the United States ship Ohio.

That interesting body, the Boston Young Men's Total

Abstinence Society, together with the West Boston Young

Men's Total Abstinence Society, marched proudly on, fol-

lowed by the Hibernian Total Abstinence Society. The

Father Mathew Total Abstinence Society, the South Bos-

ton Catholic Total Abstinence Society, the South End

Young Men's Benevolent Total Abstinence Society, the

North End Youth's Total Abstinence Society ; and then

came a joyous band of children, forming the South End
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Cold Water Army, and another legion of little ones— the

Cold Water Army from Fort Hill.

A pleasant sight it was— that array of children, as with

tiny feet they marched along the crowded streets, looking

up to the vast multitude who gazed on them, with spark-

ling eyes, and delighted smiles. Some were there who had

once known the misery of ha\'ing a drunken parent , who
had long been strangers to the kind word and appro\ang

smile, but who now felt all the blessed influences which

temperance spread around. And happily the little things

trooped on, waving mimic banners, and shouting for very

joy. Some had fathers and brothers in that long line of

procession, who never saw their little darlings so happy
before. ! it was a happy sight.

This Cold Water Army had a leader, who ably

' Marshalled ihem the way that they should go.'

It was Deacon Grant, the friend of children. He had not,

like many commanders of gi-eat armies, cannon at his

beck, and bayonets to perform his bidding. He did not

issue bulletins or general orders; but he was well sup-

plied (as, by the way, he generally is, with tracts, and

pamphlets, and handbills, in such vast and incredible

numbers, all on the subject of temperance, that it is al-

most a mystery how he stows them away in his many
pockets. Look at him, now that he is wound up to a

pitch of enthusiasm, seldom equalled, and which it would

seem never can be surpassed, waving, not a marshall's

baton, but a beaver hat, the capacious interior of which,

has, by an ingenious device, been converted into a teetotal

library— a circulating one too, for see how the printed

sheets are flying in all directions ! Hurrah ! shout the

children in ecstasy— all of them are delighted and pleased

7



98 AUTOBIOGRAPHY.

with Deacon Grant's care of and for them ; and as pleased

and happy as any one of his little hattalion is Deacon Grant

himself.

The Fireman's Total Abstinence Association follow,

as also other societies, according to the date of their form-

ations. Glittering regalia announce the presence of the

Independent Order of Eechabites, whilst loudly around

them the Providence Brass Band echoes its exciting music.

Following the band comes a delegation from Rhode

Island ; then, another band of music ; then, a delegation

from Maine, and embassies of peace from other States,

which concludes the Suffolk county portion of the pro-

cession.

Middlesex sends forth its multitudes of total abstainers.

Essex swells the triumphal throng, and the President and

Vice-President of the County Temperance Society march

in its midst. Worcester county is not behindhand— nor

Hampshire— nor Hampden— nor Berkshire. Bristol

county is up and doing, and, preceded by the New Bedford

Brass Band, comes a Washingtonian whaleboat, on wheels,

fully manned by stalwart looking fellows, who have taken

up the harpoon of temperance with which to transfix the

monster alcohol. Following Barnstable, Nantucket, and

Dukes county, comes Norfolk, a small county, &c., then

the Boston Brass Band finely playing. The Roxbury

Artillery form an escort, and the different total absti-

nence societies and associations of the county bring up

the rear.

It woidd be an idle thing to attempt a description or

enumeration of the many devices which appeared on the

banners and flags displayed in the procession, which con-

sisted, at a moderate computation, of forty or fifty thou-

gand persons. It was altogether a magnificent sight, and



ArrOBIOGKAPHY. 9^

one which had never been paralleled. I saw one man in

the long line who called up emotions of thankful interest

in my heart. Some time before, that person came to me
*t my house in Roxbur}', a wretched, drunken, broken-

down creature, and signed the pledge. When he -had

done so, the poor fellow clasped his hands, and said, ' !

Mr. Gough, do you think I can keep it— do you think J

shall be able to perform my promise?' I assured him

that he could, and he expressed his earnest intention to

adhere to his pledge. I now saw that very man, with a

firm step and a flash of honest pride in his eye, bearing

aloft a mottoed banner. He was a free man, and rejoiced

in his emancipation. ! my heart thrilled with joy as I

gazed, and knew and felt that hundreds such as he were

joining in the festival of the day. ;Men who had been re-

deemed from a worse than Egyptian tlu-aldom, and were

restored to their homes, to their families, and to society.

As banner after banner, with their various mottoes, passed

by nue, my feelings were strung to an almost painful de-

gree of tension ; for I remembered all the past, and could

not help contrasting my present situation with what it had

been.

The good city of Boston never witnessed a prouder array

in her streets, than on that day. As the procession passed

through the various streets, it was hailed Avith joyous ac-

clamations ; and, in many places, bouquets and garlands of

flowers were showered from the windows by their fair oc-

cupants. When it arrived at the entrance to the spacious

Common, the little great Cold Water Army filed off in two

parallel lines, and between them went the long train of living

beings to the place of appointment.

The old Common was all alive that day ; fr9m the dome

of the State House floated the stars and stripes, the gorgeous
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folds of the national flag appearing in full relief against a

sky of dazzling azure. Banners appeared in every direc-

tion, and the deep boom of the druna resounded from all

quarters. During the intervals of music there was almost

a Sabbath stillness, although from sixty to seventy thousand

persons were present. The most perfect order was pre-

served, and nothing tended to mar the peaceful proceedings

of the time. The mighty mass assembled around stands

which had been erected on the Common, and a prayer

having been offered up, in which blessings were implored

on the great cause of temperance, the united voices of the

vast assemblage, a noble band of freemen, arose to heaven,

in a shout of, ' We 're a band of freemen ! We 're a band

of freemen !

'

When the voices had ceased, Governor Briggs arose, and

expressed in eloquent terms his high gratitication at the

spectacle before him ; such an one, he hesitated not to say,

as had never been witnessed in the world before. His

Excellency spoke for more than half an hour, and his

remai-ks elicited loud and frequent plaudits. The Governor

was followed by other speakers, whose addresses were

listened to with deep interest. It was a glorious thing to

see men who stood in high places, and enjoying the con-

fidence of the wise and good, taking conspicuous parts in

such proceedings ; and if angels ever rejoice over earthly

scenes, surely it • might have been whilst contemplating

such a great moral spectacle.

As I was much fatigued by my labors during the past

few weeks, I did not take any part in the proceedings of

the day, at least in the open air. Indeed, I do not think I

could have spoken at that time ; my heart was too full. An
engagement, however, had been made for me to speak in

the Tremont Temple in the evening, to which place aa
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admission fee of twenty-five cents was demanded, for the

purpose of defra}ang expenses. The house was filled to

overflowing, as soon as the doors were opened. The Gov-

ernor, myself, and several others thei:e delivered addresses,

which closed the exercises of the day.

I cannot conclude this sketch of the proceedings of this

memorable time, without paying a passing and well-

deserved tribute to the chief-marshal, Samuel A. Walker,

Esq., who so eflSciently superintended the complicated

arrangements of the procession, and by his liberal expendi-

ture, conduced so much to its successful issue. From me,

however, no commendation of one who has always been

ready and willing to assist the cause of temperance, and

who has frequently shown me personal kindness, is needed.

Having concluded arrangements with the Rev. John

Marsh, of K'ew York, secretary of the Am. Temp. Union,

to travel with him to various towns and States of the

Union, and deliver temperance addresses ; after visiting Con-

cord, Manchester, and Providence, we started, on the 24th

of June, for western New York. I left Boston, for Hudson,

on the 24th of June, and remained absent until the follow-

ing third of August, having had a delightful tour, during

which I enjoyed the high gratification of seeing the Falls

of Niagara ; which wonder of the world I will not venture

to describe, for the very prudent reason that, as many have

attempted to, and miserably failed, it would be of little use

for me to add one to the list of incapables in this respect.

After my return to Boston, I spoke on Sunday, August

4th, at the Tremont Temple ; and then, finding that my
continued labors were somewhat exhausting my physical

powers, which were not naturally of a powerful cast, I

rested for six days, to recruit my energies.

I now paid visits to several of the surrounding towns, until
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the 11th of September, when I started again for Gardiner,

Hallowell, Augusta, Bath, and Bangor. At the latter

place, temperance prayer-meetings were held, at which,

ministers of all denominations attended, and appeared to

feel gi-eat interest in the welfare of the glorious cause. A
blessing seemed to follow these exercises ; for, after I had

delivered eleven addresses, seventeen hundred persons

signed the total abstinence pledge. I shall never forget

the many kindnesses I experienced from friends at Bangor.

Whilst there, I remained at the house of IMr. F. Temple

Wheeler, who, together with his excellent and amiable

lady, secured to me every comfort; indeed, I do not re-

member having spent a week so pleasantly in every respect

since I have been laboring in the temperance cause, as at

this place. I believe much profit resulted to the mission

and myself fi-om the visit to Bangor. I must not forget to

add, that IMi*. William Dow, ]Mr. Duren, INIrs. Ingraham,

and indeed a host of others, manifested a deep interest in

my welfare and that of the great cause, of which I am a

humble advocate.

At Bangor, I was presented with an elegant annual. The

following report I extract from a Bangor paper :
—

'Me. Gough AJfD THE Ladies.

' We have before stated, that the ladies made IVIr. Gough,

on Friday afternoon last, at the close of his address at the

Hanmiond street chm-ch, two beautiful presents, as " me-

mentoes of then- affectionate regard." ^Mrs. F. T. Wheeler

was selected to make the presentation address, which she

did with a lady-like grace, peculiarly her own. The ladies

most active in setting the matter on foot are entitled to

much praise, and we do not believe their generous affection

could have selected, had they ransacked the country through,

a more worthy individual than JMr. Gough as the recipient
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of their favors. "We should like to call the names of

several of the ladies we wot of, who have taken a very ^eat

interest in the present temperance movement, some of

whom, we know, have been the means of doing much good,

had we permission to do so. They may rest assured there

are those who will never think of their names but with

gi-atitude and affection. If it be not presumptuous, we wiU

say to them persevere,— persevere.

' The following is Mrs. Wheeler's excellent and touching

address, -^-ith which we have been kindly favored. To

which Iklr. Gough replied in a most feeling manner ; stat-

ing, what is an honor to the ladies of Bangor, that from

their hands he had received the first testimonial of the

kind :
—

" Mr. Gough,— The ladies of Bangor, from a deep

sense of gratitude for the great and unparalleled good

which has been effected by your eloquent and energetic

appeals, and desirous that you should possess some testi-

mony of their high estimation of your worth, do, through

me, their representative, request your acceptance of this

Annual, and that you will retain it as a memento of

their affectionate regard; and when you shall hereafter

open it, and your eyes fall upon its pages, may it remind

you how signally—how wonderfully— it has pleased God

to bless your labors in Bangor; and may it elevate your

thoughts and feelings to Him who has made you the

honored instrument of saving so many from the miseries

of mtemperance, and inducing otir beloved young men to

dash the maddening cup from their lips, and returr to

the more quiet scenes of happiness and peace.

' " The ladies have not been unmindful of the great sac-

rifice of domestic happiness, consequent upon your devo-

tion to the cause of temperance and humanity, nor of the
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amiable, the Christian companion, who must share the

honors to which you so eminently entitle yourself; they

therefore request you, on your return, to present her this

Basket; that she maybe reminded by the gift, bestowed

mutually on you both, that, in your future absence from

her, she must be contented to share her blessings with her

country ; happy in the assurance that your efforts will be

crowned with the blessings of Heaven, and the approbation

of the Society which surrounds you; while the poor and

perishing, saved by your exertions, shall rise up and bless

you, and be stars in your crown of rejoicing, for ever and

ever."

' The Annual bears the following inscription :
—

PRE SENTED
TO

Me. J. B. GOUGH, by the LADIES OF BANGOK,
AS A

MEMENTO OF THEIR GRATITUDE

For his faithful perseverance in the Cause of Temperance.

' The centre of the silver basket is engraved thus :
—

Mr. and Mrs. J. B. GOUGH.
From the Labies of Bangoe. September 28, 1844.

* A very beautiful gold pencil-case was also forwarded to

Mr. Gough, on the 30th ult., by some young ladies of this

city, who are not pledged to the cause of temperance.

Many other tokens of respect were received by Mr. Gough

from gentlemen of the city.'

Eetm-ning through Portland, I returned to the city of

Boston, where I delivered several addresses ; after which I
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again visited Taunton. Here a grand temperance gather-

ing took place, at which, addresses were delivered by Mr.

Stanton, Dr. Jewett, and myself. Of one circumstance,

connected with this celebration, the Taunton ' ""^ew-

Drop ' gives the following account :
—

' An elegant Bible, purchased by the Ladies' Total Ab-

stinence Society of this town, was then, on their behalf,

presented to Mr. Gough, by Samuel L, Crocker, Esq., ac-

companied with the following neat and pertinent ad-

dress :
—

"'My kind Friend,— The ladies have honored me
^vith the office of presenting to you, my dear sir, this

beautiful token of their regard.
'

" I trust I need not say, that, personally, I most fully

sympathize mth them in the feehng that prompted the

gift ; and that no one, more liighly than myself, appreciates

and loves the precious treasure that constitutes the gift.

' •' The ability, earnestness, and feeling with which you

have advocated the great and good cause of temperance

amongst us, has enlisted in your behalf universal admi-

ration and esteem, and has induced, on the part of the

ladies, this offering— an offering of comparatively trifling

pecuniary cost, and yet, in itself, a treasure of priceless

value.

'

" To the truths contained in this book are we mainly

indebted for all that makes our hfe here upon earth agree-

able and happy— to these truths alone, for all we hope for

in the world beyond the grave, which endureth forever,

and whither we are all hastening.

' " The great work to which you have devoted yourself,

is peculiarly a Christian enterprise, based upon the prin-

ciples of this book. So far as our action is in accordance
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with these principles— so far as we seek and follow the

direction of its Divine Author, so far will our cause be

furthered by his continued help, and blessed by his naost

gracious favor. And, on the conti-ary, whenever we depart

from those piinciples, or fail to give them due prominence,

we may be sure that we shall endanger, if we do not

utterly destroy, the fair fabric we have raised.

'
" In all your doings, but especially in the glorious cause

of temperance, I beg you will take this blessed book for

yom- guide— make it your counsellor and friend, and you

can never err ; but it will lead you safely thi-ough all your

trials, temptations, and difficulties, enable you triumphantly

to overcome them all, and finally point out to you the way

to happiness and heaven."

' Mr. Gough replied in his usually happy manner. He
most heartily thanked the ladies for this expression of their

regard for him as a humble advocate of temperance. He
alluded to the lessons wliich his good mother had taught

him from that blessed book. Many of those passages he

had treasured up in his memory ; he had never forgotten

them. In his very worst days, some of them would be fresh

in his mind. After finishing his remarks to Mr. Crocker

and thanking the ladies again, he placed the Bible on the

table, and proceeded with his remarks to the audience.'

I also visited Marblehead, Providence, and Worcester

;

and, on the twenty-first of November, I started for New York

city, and lectured occasionally in that city and its vicinity.

Whilst in that quarter, I remained at the house of the Eev.

John Marsh, at BrookljTi, about a fortnight ; and I cannot

but bear my willing testimony to the uniform kindness I

have always received from this gentleman; who, I have

ah-eady stated, ably fills the highly responsible office of
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secretary to the American Temperance Union. To Mr.

Marsh I owe much, for the judicious manner in which ha

arranged meetings which 1 was to address. Whilst at

Brooklyn, I became acquainted with Mi*. Hurlbut and Mr.

Ripley, two gentlemen, than whom none have the cause of

temperance more entirely at heart. Myself and my wife

visited at Mr. Hurlbut's during a fortnight of our stay in

Brooklyn, and received many proofs of their Christian

kindness. "Would there were many more such devoted

friends of temperance, then indeed would 'the work go

bravely on.' Before I left these valued friends, arrange-

ments were made by them for holding meetings on Long

Island.

Before I proceed further with my narrative, I would

mention that, in addition to the testimonials I have already

alluded to. I received from the Cold Water Army of Gar-

diner, a present of a Bible, and from the Young Ladies'

Temperance Society of Boston, a Silver Cup. The follow-

ing extract from the ' Fountain ' journal, refers to the gift

of the children :
—

' Acting upon the suggestion of some two or three thorough

going temperance young ladies of this village, the Cold

Water Araiy of Gardiner, which by the way numbers more

than a thousand, determined to express their good feelings

by presenting him with a splendid copy of the Bible. Ac-

cordingly a meeting was called, and the little ones came

together in great numbers, bringing with them their little

contributions, which altogether made quite a respectable

sum. With a part of this, the committee of the Army,

Misses M. Dennis and E. Holman, purchased the present

designed for Mr. Gough, and a portfolio for Deacon Grant.

Mr. Gough was invited to meet the Army at the Methodist
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chapel. Notwithstanding the storm, a large number of

children and friends of the cause were present. After a

prayer by the Rev. Mr. SmArt, Mr. J. Winnett, principal of

the Lyceum, in behalf of the enthusiastic donors, present-

ed Mr. Gough w-ith the (if rightly esteemed) invaluable

donation, accompanied with the following very appropriate

address :
—

•

"Br. Gough,— In behalf of the children of the Cold

Water Army of Gardiner, I present you this Bible, as a

small token of that sincere esteem and gratitude which they

so fondly cherish towards you, for your faithful and un-

tiring exertions in their behalf, during your recent visit

among them.

"Please, Sir, to accept it; and while turning over and

reading its sacred pages, remember that the most holy

feelings have prompted the gift, and that it will be with the

deepest joy that they will learn of your success in raising the

inebriate from his sufferings and degradation, and throwing

around the rising generation that mantle of peace and

security, which should guard, shield, and protect them

against all the evils that follow in the train of intemperance.

" And, further, remember, when your eyes shall rest upon

this precious book, how many hearts are rejoicing in conse-

quence of your faithful exertions in the cause of benevolence

and humanity ; and may the thought inspire you to perse-

vere to the end. And, when God, in his providence, shall

call you from this scene of your labors and the world, that

you may rest in those blissful regions where there are joys

unspeakable and full of glory, is the heartfelt wish of this

little army."

Mr. Gough replied in a most interesting speech of three

quarters of £tn hour's length. He thanked the children for

this manifestation of their good-will, spoke of his own
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redemption from the pit into which a depraved appetite

had cast him, contrasted the state of the drunkard with the

prospective condition of the members of the different cold

water armies in the country ; related briefly to them his

movements and success since he was in Gardiner before

;

spoke of the pleasure he anticipated in being the bearer of

the present to Deacon Grant ; again tendered his thanks

;

invoked the blessing of heaven upon the Cold Water Army,

and then bade them a kind farewell.'

The ' Boston Mail ' thus notices the presentation of the

Cup:—
' On Thursday evening, the ceremony of presenting to

Mr Gough a Silver Cup, was performed at the Tremont

Temple. This honor was conferred upon him by the

Young Ladies' Temperance Society of Boston , and he re-

ceived it with becoming grace, and made a very effective

speech on the occasion.'

A Bible was also presented me, by three ladies of Phila-

delphia ; and two volumes of ' Notes,' by the Reverend Al-

bert Barnes, of Philadelphia— the author. I might men-

tion many other marks of kindness which have been shown

me ; but, feeling that enough has been said on this subject,

I forbear, again assuring the reader that nothing but a

sense of grateful feeling towards the donors induced me to

record them in this form.

At the request of a lady, named Sanderson, I was in-

duced to visit that dreary abode of misery and crime— the

Penitentiary on Blackwell's Island, near New York. Mrs.

Sanderson, Hke the celebrated Mrs. Pry, of England, and

Miss Dix, of America, devotes much of her time to, what

would appear to some, the almost hopeless task of reform-

ing the wretched beings who are consigned to this fearful
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place. In the language of the Superintendent of the

Prison, ' she does more good than fifty men.' My object in

going was to hold a temperance meeting. Soon after my
arrival, the doors of the different cells, which are built in

tiers, one over another, were opened, and the convicts, male

and female (some eight hundred in number), were led into

the large chapel of the Penitentiary, and informed by the

keeper of the object of the meeting. His Honor, the

Mayor, James Harper, Esq., occupied the pulpit, and one

or two clergymen, and some other gentlemen, were present

The Boston Quartette Club attended, and performed sev-

eral appropriate pieces of music.

It was a striking sight, that assemblage of men' and wo-

men, of all ages and descriptions. There was the hardened

criminal, and the youth who had only just commenced the

career of crime—women who retained little of womanhood

in their swollen and bloated features, and young girls,

on whose countenances traces of beauty yet lingered, sat

side by side : all had committed offences against the laws,

and were enduring its punishment. Such an audience I

never before stood up to address ; the spectacle was fear-

fully interesting.

In noticing the service, the New York ' Sun' said:—

' At the early part of the meeting, the prisoners seemed

rather indifferent to what was going on; but the first

sound of Mr. Gough's voice had scarcely died away, ere

their hardened countenances began to relax, and, in a few

moments, every eye was riveted on the speaker, with an

expression of the deepest interest. As he proceeded with

his touching appeals, many a rough cheek was moistened

with tears, and the words HhaVs the trvth^ were often

nodded about the room, as plainly as if they had been
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spoken. The women, particularly, seemed much affected;

and manifested less anxiety to conceal their feelings than

the men. It may not be improper to mention^ too, that the

optics of our worthy chief magistrate were, at intervals, un-

usually red ; but this might have been owing to the rough

wind he had encountered in crossing the river, or to an im-

proper adjustment of the spectacles on his benevolent

At the close of my address, His Honor requested those

of the prisoners, who would like to have another temper-

ance meeting held there some Sunday, to manifest it by

raising their hands. Every hand in the room, apparently

was instantly shown, and one poor fellow ventured to bawl

out, ' Let 's have one every Sunday.' I am informed, that,

after I left the Penitentiary, several of the prisoners applied

to the Superintendent, and requested permission to sign

the pledge.

Principally through the suggestion and exertions of my
kind and valued friends, ;Mr. Hurlbut and Mr. Ripley, of

Brookl}Ti, a benefit was got up for me, on Christmas even-

ing, at the Tabernacle, in Broadway, New York. The
New York press took the matter in hand, and, almost witli-

out exception, did all in their power to promote the object?

in view. The attendance at the Tabernacle was very large,

and fully answered its intended object. At its close, a

series of resolutions were passed, which expressed approval

of my efforts in the temperance cause, and a deske that I

should again visit the city.

I again left New York for Boston ; and, on the 29th of De-

cember, delivered another address, at the Tremont Temple,

in that city, after which I proceeded to Taunton, where a

meeting was held, at which I spoke, for the benefit of Mr.
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Williams, editor of the Taunton ' Dew Drop,' a deserving

little sheet, devoted to the interests of the temperance

cause.

The year was now drawing to a close, and it was arranged

that a grand meeting, in Faneuil Hall, should be held on its

last evening. I was present, and delivered an addi-ess on

the interesting occasion. The old ' Cradle of Liberty' con-

tained a vast assemblage, and hundreds who were present

felt that, since the dying year commenced, they had thrown

off fetters which had long galled them, and were now bless-

ed with freedom, in its noblest sense. INlinds which had

long bowed do-mi in blind idolatry to the monster— nim,

had been emancipated from its tyrannic rule, and now saw

the old year, as it passed away, bearing with it the record

of their liberty. Many were there, too, who had welcomed

in that year with song and wine— who had wreatiied about

its young temples the garland which dissipation loves to

twine, and sent it, as it were, reeling on its pathway to-

wards the future ; but who now watched it, departing for-

ever, laden with ardent hopes, high resolves, and, better

than either, fulfilled purposes. During that year, what

changes had taken place. When the keen blasts of Janu-

ary howled round yonder dwelling, in the outskirts of this

populous city, a pale, wan woman might have been sitting

' Plying her needle and thread-,'

and as she pondered on the new year, just entered upon its

existence, she looked forward to its months with no hope,

and reverted to the past with no pleasure. The past!

what had it written on the page of memory, to cheer her '?

He to whom her young vows were given— who had prom-

ised to love and cherish her, had all but deserted her— and

had buried feeling and affection in the intoxicating cup.
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One by one, every slender thread of comfort had snap-

ped, and with them some fine heartstrings cracked too.

Earth to her appeared but a long dreary desert, over

v^hich a miserable caravan was passing, from which each

after the other, the AVTctched pilgrims turned away and

died, far from the refreshing fountains for which they

pined. And the partner of that lone woman was away

bidding farewell to the old year, and welcoming the new

with the poisonous cup, and the thoughtless toast, forget-

ing that every moment which floated by bore its record

with it. That midnight scene might have been in the eye

of the writer, who, in portraying such a scene of sorrow,

says :

—

' Within a chamber pale and dim,

A pale wan woman waits in vain.

Through the long anxious hours for him,

Away:— In want, and wasting pain

A babe upon her knee is pining,

Its winning smiles all scared away
;

She almost hopes the sun's next ray

May on its calm cold corse be shining.

Poor watcher ! He comes not ; she dreams

Perchance of her old home ; and now
Upstarting with a livid brow,

Clasps the babe closer to her breast

;

That dying child, yet loved the best.'

But, lo! a maiTellous change has been effected. One
evening when she was thus wasting and watching, her hus-

band came home, in a miserable state of intoxication. She

bore aU his ill-humor, ay, even his brutality; and she

tended him, and cared for him, as only a woman can.

Morning came, and still the half-stupefied drunkard lay on.

his bed ; but that day, salvation, in a temporal, if not in a

higher and better sense, came to his house. The white-
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robed angel— temperance— went there an unbidden

guest 5 kind words were spoken— encouragement was af-

forded— the pledge was signed— the fetters were broken.

! what a change ! Smiles once more beamed on the

wife's brow, and the home became a home indeed.

Look at that man there in the crowd, who is shouting

with all his might, after the speaker has uttered some re-

mark which makes the old ' Cradle ' ring again with ap-

plause; his eye is bright— his complexion is clear— his

step is firm, and his hand is steady. A cheerful-looking

woman is leaning on his arm, and well-dressed, cleanly

children are by them (the youngest is in its father's arms,

crowing and bawhng with the best of them). Can that

be the man who heralded in the year mth intemperate

glee ? and that the woman who sat desolate indeed in her

wretched gan-et ? and those the children who were ragged,

and miserable 1 Yes ! and temperance wrought the

change. ! there were many such trophies of its peace-

ful conquests in Faneuil Hall that night

!

And I had my recollections, too, as I stood on that

platfoi-m. What had I been, two or three years before ?

Why a houseless, homeless, inebriate ! Penniless, friend-

less, and almost hopeless. Little recked I how the days,

months, and years rolled on ; I seized the winged moments

as they passed and plunged them into the maddening

bowl. A comic song was my Christmas carol. The old

year was despatched with a Bacchanalian glee, and the

new one hailed with uproarious muth. I scarcely took

' note of time,' even from its loss ; but by the grace of God

a change had been effected, and there I stood, on the last

evening of eighteen hundred and forty-four, a humble

monument of his mercy, feeling, as I trust I ever shall

feel, that out of my utter weakness He had in me perfected
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Strength to stand up and be privileged to warn others of the

dangers of indulging in that which intoxicates. Unto His

name would I ascribe all the glory.

With the new year I continued my exertions in the

temperance cause : but before I proceed further with this

narrative, which now draws near to a conclusion, I per-

haps may be allowed to mention the result of my labors

up to this time. I do not refer to the matter for the pur-

pose of seeking praise from man, which so far as it is un-

accompanied by the blessing which cometh from on high,

is to me utterly valueless, but merely as statistical facts

which to many friends of the cause may not be without

interest.

I find, from notes which I have kept ever since I com-

menced the work of temperance reform, that, from the 15th

of May, 1843, to the 1st of January, 1845, 1 travelled more

than twelve thousand miles, by land and water : delivered

''six hundi'cd and five public addresses, in churches, halls,

public buildings, and in the open air, one hundi-ed and

ten of v/hich were in the city of Boston alone; and ob-

tained thirty-one thousand seven hundred and sixty signa-

tures to the total abstinence pledge.

In the commencement of the present year, I again

visited New York, and from thence proceeded to Philadel-

phia, It will be remembered, that I was prevented from

delivering addresses in the ' City of Brotherly Love,' on my
first visit to it, by the occurrence of the disastrous riots there,

but quiet had now been long restored.

I delivered my first address, on Sunday evening, the 5th

of January, at the Bev. Mr. Ides, First Baptist church, to a

large audience : several placed their names to the pledge.

On the Monday, I spoke at the Eev. Mr. Stockton's church,

but felt great difficulty in doing so, having taken a severe
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cold on my journey. My next address was given at the

Rev. Albert Barnes's church, "Washington square, the

largest in Philadelphia : it was crowded. Dr. Ely's church,

in Buttonwood street, was open for me next evening : here

again was a crowded congregation. My cold had now be-

come so troublesome, that I announced I should not speak

on the morrow ; but, when the next evening arrived, sev-

eral gentlemen so earnestly desh-ed me to attend at Dr.

Wiley's church, that I complied with then- request, and, al-

though suffering much from cold, spoke for about an hour.

On the following Sunday evening, T addressed the medical

students who were in Philadelphia attending lectm-es at the

various medical schools, at the Rev. INIr. Lord's church.

In the afternoon of the day, I spoke to a large concourse

of Sabbath-school childi-en, in IMr. Barnes's church, which,

as well as Mr. Lord's church in the evening, was crowded

to excess.

On Monday evening, the 13th, there was an immense

meeting in the saloon of the Chinese Museum. Some idea

of the enthusiasm, which the cause excited, may be formed

from a knowledge of the fact, that two thousand three hun-

dred tickets of admission, at twenty-five cents each, were

sold, and that hundreds were unable to obtain admission.

I spoke at this meeting, and much good seemed to be

effected. The next day, I addressed a very large audience

at the Rev. Mr. Mason's, Methodist church. On Wednes-

day afternoon, as many aged persons and invalids, who

could not get out in the evening, had expressed a desire to

hear me, T gave an address, in Dr. McDowell's church,

which was so crowded, that another meeting was organized

in the basement, which was addressed by that venerable

champion of temperance, Mr. Hunt. That afternoon, two

hundred and sixty persons signed the pledge. In the even-
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ing, I spoke for the Boston Quartette Club, at the Assem-

bly Rooms.

On Thursday evening, the 16th, the upper saloon of tha

Chinese Museum was filled to overflowing, at twenty-five

cents per ticket, half of the proceeds being given to the

poor. In addition to an address from myself the Rev. Mr.

Hunt spoke, and there was music and singing by Johnson's

Band and the Boston Quartette Club.

I cannot cease speaking of this visit to Philadelphia,

without expressing the high gratification I derived from it,

both with regard to the impulse given to the temperance

cause, and the personal kindness which I received from

many friends there, amongst whom I feel gi-eat pleasure in

mentioning the Rev. Albert Barnes, the erudite author of

the ' Notes ' on various portions of the Holy Scriptures. I

received, also, from many other ministers of Philadelphia,

great encouragement and Christian kindness, which I shall

not easily forget.

After leaving Philadelphia, I visited and spoke at New-

ark, in Dr. Eddy's church, and then proceeded to New
York. On this occasion, myself and wife visited G. C.

Ripley, Esq., at Brooklyn, and enjoyed some dehghtful in-

tercourse •w'ith him and his family, as well as with our kind

friend, Mr. Hurlbut, at whose house I remained dm'ing a

former visit.

At New York, I spoke, on Sunday, the 19th, in the Rev.

Mr. Smith's church, Rivington street ; on Monday, at the

Rev. Mr. Mason's, in Broome street. On Tuesday, I accom-

panied ISIr. Hurlbut and Mr. Ripley to Jamaica, where I

spoke, and enjoyed a pleasant season. On the morning of

the 22d, I accompanied the Rev. Mr. Marsh to the State

Convention at Trenton, and spoke before the Legislature in

the evening. The next day, I went to New Brunswick,



118 AUTOBIOGRAPHY.

and, after speaking at Dr. Richard's church, obtained

eighty-five names to the pledge, and retm-ned to Brooklyn

next day.

I next visited Patterson, and spoke there on Sunday even-

ing : two hundred names were affixed to the pledge. On
my return to New York, I spoke at Dr. Skinner's church,

more especially to the ladies, many of whom signed the

pledge. On the evening of Tuesday, the 28th, I delivered

an address for the benefit of the Orphan Asylum, Brook-

lyn ; and the same evening spoke for a short time at the

Broadway Tabernacle.

I afterwards delivered two farewell addresses, one at the

New York Tabernacle, and the other at Brooklyn, and left

for Boston on the last day of January. On Sunday even-

ing, February 2d, I spoke at the Odeon ; at the upper Town
Hall, Worcester, on Monday, 3d ; at the State House, be-

fore the Legislature, on Wednesday, the 5th ; and at Fan-

euil Hall, on the 6th. On the 7th, I visited Concord, and

gave an address at the opening of the Shepherd's Temper-

ance House there. On the evening of Sunday, the 9th

instant, I spoke, to a very full audience, at the Tremont

Temple, and bade a farewell for some months. The next

week was devoted to the rest which I absolutely re-

quired; and having, on Monday, the 17th, addressed the

ladies of Boston, at Mr. Barrett's, in Chambers street, in the

afternoon, I left my home, once more, on the following day
5

and, when then these pages meet the eye of the reader, I

shall be in the South, humbly endeavoring to forward the

good work.

Before I again return, if the Almighty Disposer of

events shall spare my health and strength to me, I shall

have visited Richmond, Washington, and other places,

and have fulfilled an engagement of four weeks on Long
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Island, made for me by my friends, Messrs. Hurlhut and
Ripley, than whom more devoted friends of the great

temperance reform do not exist.

Before I bid the reader farewell, and it is high time that

I should do so, having been so long ' harping on one

string,' I have a few remarks to make, which I trust will

be received in the spirit in which they are offered.

And, first, I would advert to a statement which has

been made by certain parties, that I am no Washington-

ian. Now, for what object such assertions have been in-

dustriously put forth, I am at a loss to determine, but that

such is the case I have been assured. In reply to the

charge, if charge it be, I answer that ever since I have

been the public advocate of the temperance cause, I have

enforced, as strongly as I possibly could, the necessity and

policy of observing the law of kindness towards the unfor-

tunate persons who have become the victims of intem-

perance. I have advocated moral suasion alonCj and in its

fullest extent, too, in the case of the drunkard. But with

respect to the rumseller, who sells that which causes his

fellow-man to become an inebriate— who, for the sake of

acquiring wealth, places that within a man's reach that

disqualifies him for exercising the reason with which his

Maker endowed him, and reduces him to a grade far be-

low the level of the beasts that perish— who sdls him

that which unfits him for discharging the duties of a man
and a citizen, towards his family and his country,— I say

with respect to such a man, who, when the startling truths

of the case are pressed home to his heart and conscience,

still persists in poisoning the streams of society at their
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very fountain heads, that different and more stringent

measui'es should be adopted. In my opinion, and I say it

in all love to the rumseller himself, he should be prevented

by the strong arm of the law from endangering, from

merely mercenary motives, the peace, the prosperity, and

the morals of the commimity at large. I will labor heart

and hand with my fellow-men in the Attempt to rid our

land of the monster intemperance. Let those who advo-

cate moral suasion alone go only a part of the way with

me in the crusade against it if they will. If they refuse to

advance further, be it so; but I hold it to be my
duty, my imperative duty, to proceed yet another step,

even if I go alone, and throw another wall of protection

around the wretched and almost helpless child of intern-^

perance, by placing moral and legal restraint upon the

hands, which, for the sake of dollars and cents, would ad-

minister to the cravings of his depraved appetite. As

surely as effect follows cause, so certainly would drunk-

enness diminish and disappear altogether, if there were no

drunkard makers. My motto is, 'reform it altogether.'

Annihilate the traffic, and then, temptation removed, the

poor inebriate would have no enemy left to vanquish, and

be free indeed. If this be, as I believe it to be, a fan- ex-

position of the Washingtonian creed, then am I a Wash-

ingtonian. I highly respect and esteem many who differ

from me in my sentiments, and willingly would I work

with such devoted men as John P. Coles, of Boston, Edgar

K Whittaker, Esq., of Needham, Samuel A. Walker, of

Brookline, Capt. Samuel E. Holbrook, Dr. Channing, of

Boston, and many others whom I could mention ; but still

my own conviction remains that moral suasion alone for

the rmnseller would be as useless in the effort to remove
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drunkenness, as it would be ridiculous to attempt to empty

the ocean drop by drop.

In my narrative I have frequently adverted to the kind-

ness of friends ; some, in my days of adversity, showed me
favors which I never shall forget, whilst this heart contin-

ues to beat. It has been my happiness and pri\'ilege to

be enabled to cancel every obligation wliich I contracted, so

far as pecuniary matters are concerned ; but the debt of

gratitude which I incurred in more than one instance,

never can be repaid. To each and all who befriended me
when there existed no earthly prospect of their kindness

being requited, I shall ever feel indebted.

I feel it necessary here to mention, with regard to the head

of the family, Mr. , with whom I left England, to

state, that I believe him to have been kindly disposed to-

wards me, and towards him I feel a Christian regard.

This avowal is drawn from me because it has been re-

ported that I have endeavored to produce a different im-

pression.

Nor can I ever feel suflSciently thankful for the

friends whom the Lord has provided me with. They need

no acknowledgement or praise from me, but I cannot close

this little volume without gratefully assuring them that

they will ever have honored places in my heart of hearts.

Amongst them, I may mention Deacon Grant, of Boston,

who, through good and through ill report has ever been

my firm and faithful friend. The Rev. John Marsh, of

New York, to whom I owe many acknowledgments for

his frequent direction and advice. The Rev. John Pier-

pont, the Rev. William B. Tappan, Mr. Mellen, Mr.

Thompson, of Boston; Mr. J. L, L. F. Warren, of

Brighton; Messrs. Williams, of Roxbury; Samuel D,
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Davenport, Esq., and family, of Hopkinton, and many
others whose names, if chronicled here would swell my
little work far beyond it prescribed limits. To the Press

of Boston, and of the country generally, I am under

large and lasting obligations, for the kind and indulgent

manner in which my name has been so often men-

tioned ; and I cannot suffer this opportunity of thanking

the members of it to pass by unheeded.

And now, in revie^ving aU the ways in which the Lord

hath led me, I feel, and would express, how much I owe

to Him, by whose grace ' I am what I am.' Left alone,

and unprotected in a stranger land, he watched my foot-

steps, and inclined my heart, in some degree, to seek his

face and favor; but mysterious are the dealings of his

providence. I was left to myself Temptation assailed

me and I fell— ! how low. Misery was my constant

companion for many months; but deeply as I had sunk

in the estimation of the world, one still watched my foot-

steps and preserved me from ruin when trembling on the

very verge of destniction. Then was his hand outstretched

to save me, and life again seemed enlightened by God's

approving smile. But I depended for support upon an

arm of flesh— on a broken reed; and the Almighty, in

his infinite wisdom, saw fit to humble me unto the very dust.

He showed me that without strength from on high, I was

unequal to the conflict ; and in the school of afiliction, 1

trust he taught me how feeble were my resolves, and how

fruitless my endeavors, whilst I built my hopes upon

aught below the skies.

In my violation of the solemn pledge, I feel a humble

consciousness that he who doeth all things well, saw fit to

abase me, in order that every reliance on self might be

scattered to the winds, and my feet placed upon the Kock
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of Ages, so that my goings might be established. I had

failed to acknoAvledge him in aU my ways, and his hand

mercifully interposed to check the gi-owth of those seeds of

pride and worldly wisdom which had begun to germinate, and

already threatened to choke the good seed which his grace

had implanted. I trust that I recognized in this trial the

dealings of a merciful Father's hand ; and it is my fervent

hope that, with whatever success he may be pleased to

crown my labors, his may be all the glory. I would dis-

claim all power in and of myself, and desire earnestly the

influences of his Holy Spirit, without which I feel I can do

nothing.

A few words, and I have done. This little book may by

chance fall into the hands of young persons, and Sabbath-

school children. O ! may it serve as a warning to young

men! If they would be honorable, useful, and happy, I

conjure them, by all that is holy, virtuous, and even what

we call respectable, to ' tarry not at the wine.' God forbid

that they should learn experience in the bitter school in

which I was a scholar, and from which I was plucked as a

brand from the burning. I have not written these pages

for the mere purpose of gratifying curiosity ; a higher motive

has, I trust, influenced me 5 and 0, how happy should I be, in

hearing, at some future period, that only one young man
had been arrested in his fatal career. My hope is that this

book will be useful. And, if the blessing of God should

follow a perusal of it, in but one case, I shall have reason

for thankfulness that I penned it, through all eternity.

Let Sabbath-school children remember, that I, like them,

once listened to the kind instructions of a teacher [whom,

sixteen years after, I accidentally met in Brooklyn, at a

friend's house.] Had I then had an opportunity of signing

the temperance pledge, the misery of a drunkard's feelings
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would, most probably, have been spared me. Let every

child fed that, by signing that pledge, he cannot, if he

sacredly adheres to it, ever become intoxicated. I pray

God that no Sabbath scholar, who reads my experience,

will ever feel in their OAvn persons, or experience what it

has been mine to endure.

The concluding portion of this work, I have been com-

pelled to leave in the hands of a friend, who has kindly

engaged to prepare it for the press, during my unavoidable

absence, for some months, from home. As he will speak

for himself, with respect to the matter of it, I shall now lay

down my pen, humbly relying for aid in my future endeav-

ors to stem the tide of intemperance, on him, without whom

all human effort is vain, and in whose strength we may

fearlessly go forth to wage an extermmating war against

all that is opposed to the coming of his glorious kingdom.
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A VERT light, but very pleasant task has been imposed on
me, by my friend, Mr. Gough, and of which I shall avail

myself, if but for the purpose of giving a few remarks of

mine some chance of being remembered. The poems, &c.,

which follow, have been, at ditFerent times, addressed to the

subject of the foregoing narrative, and are presented here

by the request of friends, who desired that they should find

a more durable place than the one afforded by the columns

of a newspaper. Some of them are from distinguished

pens, and aU bear the impress of a genuine feeling of respect

for their subject. The reader may rest assured, that no

feeling of vanity caused their republication ; if any imputa-

tion of the kind attaches to any one, those friends who

advised the procedure, and not Mr. Gough, must bear the

infliction.

My own remarks shall be few. Some short time since, a

contribution of mine appeared in the Boston ' Temperance

Standard,' which excited some attention and interest among

Mr. Gough's friends. As it contained a graphic account of

his person and manner, it was suggested that it should be

added to this volume, which it has accordingly been. To
those who have seen and heard Mr. Gough, it may revive

pleasant impressions, and to those who have not, some idea

of his outward man may not be unwelcome.
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Who would have imagined, that the schoohnistress's child,

roaming on the beach at Sandgate, reading columns of

news for pence in Purday's library, or rambling among the

rums of the old castle ; or the lonely boy in New York, or

the bowed-down, dissipated young man in Worcester, would

ever have exerted so mighty a moral influence as Mr. Gough

assuredly does 1 ' It is the Lord's doings, and marvellous

in our eyes.' That he may long live to effect still more

good, in this and other lands, is the sincere prayer of one,

who, at his instigation, abandoned forever that which in-

toxicates, and feels an honest pride in calling him a friend

J. D. R

Boston^ Marchy 1845.
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ADDRESS ON TEMPERANCE.

[The following address was delivered by Mr. Gough, before

a meeting of the Boston Temperance Society, at the

Odeon. It was reported for the ' Temperance Standard,'

by J. E. Fitzgerald, Esq., and affords a fair specimen, as

far as matter is concerned, of IVIr. Grough's style. His

manner is quite unreportable. j. d. r.]

On Sabbath evening, February 2, 1845, the Odeon was

crowded for the purpose of hearing the great advocate of

total abstinence, and the Colossus of the cause, Mr. J. B.

Gough, for the first time since his return from Philadelphia,

where he has reaped a superabundant harvest.

Mr. Gough rose, and spoke nearly as follows :— He said

he supposed that the audience would not expect any apol-

ogy from him for again appearing before them on the

same subject. When he was away from this city, he liked

to come back to it, because he considered it his home. He
returned from his tours, sometimes to see his friends, and

sometimes for rest; but, when he came, they set him to

work. If there was any blame to be attached for his stand-

ing before a Boston audience on the subject of temperance,

it must be laid on the shoulders of those who employed

him. He felt that this question had been handled in so

many different ways, and by so many able men, that it was

impossible to strike out any thing that was new, and there-
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fore he must repeat his own experience, which he would

offer to them as his arguments. He gathered facts, as he

proceeded with his labors, with which he could illustrate the

truths which he proposed for the consideration of the pub-

lic. These would enable him to enlighten their minds, al-

though he knew it would be perfectly ridiculous on his part

to attempt to enlighten them on any other subject. It had

been said that temperance men gave an account of such

deeds, and of such scenes, as had never been witnessed.

Perhaps they had not been witnessed by these skeptics and

cavillers. Why 1 because they do not go where they were

to be witnessed. They acknowledged that intemperance

was an evil, but they knew nothing about its desolating and

terrible effects. Their knowledge of the evil was similar to

that of the person who had seen another undergo the pam

of amputation. The one had felt the excruciating agony

of the operation, while the other could but indifferently con-

ceive what it was. He was so engaged, that he was obliged

to see a great many things. He was obliged to lift up the

curtain, and expose the woe, misery, and wretchedness

which were concealed behind it. He would say to the in-

credulous, to those who supposed that the evil was magni-

fied, go to the prisons and see the condition of the drunk-

ard, see him at his wretched home. His time, from morn-

ing till night, for the last ten days, had been employed in

visiting such scenes. When they spoke of the drunkard, it

was supposed that it was only the lower orders, as they

were called, who were meant. He granted that they saw

more of them— he granted that they more frequently saw

the poor drunkard staggering his way through the streets.

But he could tell them that the drunkard was to be found

in the higher order of society. There was scarcely a house

in which some member of the family was not scathed or
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burned by the fire of intemperance. When he was in Phil-

adelphia, a lady called upon him to know wliether he would

visit her sister's husband, in order to see if any thing could

be done for him. He (Mr. G.) replied that he would not,

unless the person wished it. He had made it a rule, never

to visit a drunkard unsolicited by himself, because he knew

how a drunkard felt. It often happened that the remnant

of that pride, which was not yet extinguished by the rum,

was excited, and that the degraded outcast exclaimed,

' Who asked you for your assistance ?— who gave you any

information about me 1
' When it was the drunkard's wish

to see him, he went with the utmost willingness. But he

never made unsolicited visits, unless to the drunkard who

was in distress, or to the house of mourning in which lay

some deceased inebriate. To such places he went unin-

vited, to learn if he could do some good.

The Philadelphia lady told him that she would not have

it known for the world that she had called upon him, be-

cause, said she, ' We do n't go to temperance meetings, they

are not genteel enough.' Well, those were the feelings

which very often kept ladies and gentlemen away from the

meetings ; but, whenever they had been induced to go, they

werc pleased with what they heard and saw; and, when

questioned about their visit, they said, '
! we did not

know that so much could be said upon the subject of tem-

perance. We thought it was quite a vulgar thing to be seen

at such meetings, and, therefore, we have not taken any

part in the matter.' A meeting was advertised to be held

in the splendid saloon of the Philadelphia Museum, the

admission to which was twenty-five cents. It was said, by

the young man in question, ' There are not fools enough in

Philadelphia to pay a quarter of a dollar for going to a

temperance meeting!' Very well; the person whom he

9
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had been requested to visit went to the saloon, and seeing

crowds of persons standing outside, and coming away,

there being no room in the saloon, thought that there was

some difficulty. He saw the proprietor, to whom he said,

' I suppose you can procure seats for me and these two

ladies.' ' ! ' replied the proprietor, ' you cannot get into

the vestibule.' Such was the brilliancy and magnificence

of that scene, that a representation of it was made for the

London ' Ulusti-ated News,' and which would probably be

out by the next mail from England. Half the proceeds of

the meeting was for the poor. ! it was indeed a glorious

sight. The room, which was two hundred and forty-three

feet in length, was packed with human beings. He found

himself among men of the highest respectabiUty— men of

rank, influence, and education. It was sufficient, that he

mentioned the names of Chancey, Horace Binney, J. A.

Brown, &c., &c. The countenance and cooperation of such

men were a tower of strength to the cause.

He would relate to them the particulars of another case

which had come under his knowledge in Philadelphia. A
lady called upon him, and politely requested him to call

at her house. He accepted the invitation. He was shown

into a magnificently furnished room, (since he had become

a temperance man he had been in some tolerably well-

furnished apartments, but, most certainly, he had never

been in any which was more gorgeously laid out than the

one he alluded to,) it was ornamented with rich and val-

uable articles from China, and India ; on the floor was a

carpet of the richest colors, and which felt to the foot like

velvet. He took his seat on a sofa, in the cushions of

which he was almost buried. He thought to himself that

there was nothing for him to do there, and he was begin-

ning to be of opinion that he had got into the wrong place.
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(laughter,) when in came a lady who was the very per-

sonification of aristocracy. She spoke of her darling boy,

and expressed her poignant regret, that he, with all the

pride of character, and of manliness, should commit such a

faidt !
' Wliy,' said the lady, ' Mr. Gough, would you be-

lieve it, he came home drunk last night !

' Why, there

were hundreds and thousands of such cases, although that

lady had supposed that her son was the only one who was

afflicted with the loathsome disease of intemperance. No
adequate idea of the extent and magnitude of the fatal

propensity could be fonned. But he was rejoiced, and he

returned his thanks to Providence, that the deep and broad

lines of the approbation of the God of the Sabbath were

stamped upon the cause ; that men of mind, and talent, and

influence, and rank, Avere coming up to the great Avork,

and that the last hour of intemperance was approaching.

There was a class of human beings who suffered much
from and by this hateful vice. He meant the little chil-

dren. Wlio was there that did not love a little child, an in-

nocent, a sweet little child. Surely, there was not one in that

assembly who did not. He Avould not think much of one

who did not. In this city there were numbers of degraded,

ruflSanly boys, who were ragged, dirty, and filthy ; upon

whose countenances sensuality and bnitality were marked,

and who Avere fit candidates for the State prisons. Look
at them, and the cause of their degradation, and their

rapidly coming ruin. In nine cases out of ten it Avould be

found that the parents of those boys were drunkards.

Wlien in Ncav York, he went Avith His Honor, the Mayor,

to BlackAvell's Island, and there he saAV eight hundred hu-

man beings, apparently the most abandoned and brutal-

ized, that he had ever cast his eyes upon. One half of

them could neither read nor write, and had had no reli-
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gious education. Well, if the question was asked it would

be found that intemperance was the cause of that vast and

indescribable amount of human degradation and human

miseiy. Children were thrust into the streets on such a

day as that was, when the cold was so piercing as to get

into the very marrow in their little bones, to pick up pen-

nies to enable the wretched, criminal, unnatural parents to

procure rum. He had seen one little girl of whom he had

taken some notice. In the assembly before him there was

not one more interesting looking than that poor, unfortu-

nate, and ill-fated child. She was between fourteen and

fifteen years of age, and her raiment was hardly sufficient

for the requirements of decency. He asked, why did that

girl go so ? The answer was, her father was a drunkard.

Well, said he, (^Ir. G.) was she not old enough to go out

to work ? Where was her spirit 'i The reply v/as, ' that

child's mother is in a consumption, and four children are

dependent upon that girl's exertions.' ! he conjured them

to reflect upon the svifferings caused by intemperance

among the children of this city, and to come fonvard with

their assistance to exterminate the hideous monster. Look

at, and reflect upon the suff"erings of mothers, sisters, and

brothers. He never would forget the heart-piercing recital

of an old woman in Worcester county. Her boy, in whom
all her affections were centered, and over whose helpless

infancy she had watched many a night and day, had con-

tracted the vice of drunkenness-, delirium tremens had

seized him, he went away and was absent for three years. On
one evening his broken-hearted and aged mother was read-

ing in the Bible that passage, which described Jesus Christ

casting the devil out of the blind man, because he was ciy-

ing and cutting liimself among the tombs. She laid down

the sacred volume, and exclaimed, 'Ah, my poor son is
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this night perhaps crying, and cutting himself among tlie

tombs.' She threw herself upon her knees, and prayed for

him. Her boy returned that night; he had signed the

pledge. Not wishing to go into the presence of his hon-

ored parent before he removed from liis person the effects

of the travelling, he went into a tavern which was contigu-

ous to his mother's residence. The landlord said to him
that he had not seen him for some time, that he was not

looking well, and asked him to drink something. The
young man said no, he had signed the pledge. The land-

lord told him that that was of no consequence. He might

sign the pledge in one town, and break it in another. The
young man as yet held out against the assaults of the

grim tempter. He said he did not want any thing to

drink. Yet, said Mr. Gough, he did want something to

gratify his passion, for it had not yet submitted. He had

to battle against his appetite. Often he (Mr. G.) had been

obUged to put, with his trembling hands, the laudanum-

bottle to his lips, which rattled against his teeth in order

to quench the thirst for rum. A man was not free when
he signed the pledge. ! no. He was still in chains.

He had many struggles to make, for the purpose of ob-

taining the mastery over his appetite. The system was

weakened, and he longed for his rum.

But to return whence he had digressed. The mother

rejoiced that her son, who was dead, was come to life again
j

that he was about to throw himself into her armi, ex-

claiming, in accents of ecstacy, ' Mother, mother, I have

returned to you, I have signed the pledge, take care of

me !

' But, alas ! that meeting between the repentant

child and the rejoicing mother was not realized— it did

not come to pass. The tempter succeeded, the young
man broke his pledge, and after he had done so. the de-



iS4 APPENDIX.

mon landlord laid a wag^r that the violater of his pledge

would drink a pint of nim, without taking it from his lips.

The wager was taken up, which was liquor for all round

;

the rum was brought, the young man drank it up ; shortly

after, he, the only son of his mother, was found dead. His

body was wrapt up in a buffalo skin and Avas conveyed to

his mother's house on a plank. The old woman looked

up into his (Mr. Gough's) face, when she told him what she

had said to the landlord. ' I taxed him with having mur-

dered my boy, and I told him that he would have to an-

swer for it before God. May God forgive me, I cursed

him.' The reply of the heartless rumseller was, that he did

not know that the ill-fated young man was her sou. Thus

had died that unhappy youth ; he had died drunk, and in

the death of a drunkard there was no hope.

Indignation was excited against the landlord, and he was

compelled to leave the place. He wen: to Norwich, where

he continues in the murderous traffic, if he be not dead.

But the wrath of the public did not heal or cicatiize the

wounded heart of the inconsolable mother. He would ask,

how long would the rumseller be allowed to perpetrate

such deeds of blood ? How long would the friends of hu-

manity stand tamely by, while thousands upon thousands

of human beings were sacrificed to the Moloch of rum ?

"When he took up a newspaper, he read the accounts of

rum-tragedies, which were sufficient to make one's blood

quiver in his veins. Sometime ago, a man in Pittsfield,

under the dominion of rum, murdered his wife, and after-

wards murdered his child. Yet, that man had said, that he

had loved his wife ; she had never quarrelled with him for

drinking, but she would stare at him, and that look haunted

him every where ; it was in the very glass, he said ; he saw it

as he lifted it to his lips. One day, on his return, and when
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under the fatal influence of the rum, he saw his wife sitting in

her chair ; her eyes were red and inflamed, as though she

had been crying ; a tear was still on her cheek, her hair was

dishevelled. She gave him a look, not a look of anger or

contempt, but a look of sorrow ; he went into another room,

got his rifle, and shot her.

Again, the newspapers related the particulars of fatal

accidents which had befallen drunkards on the railroads.

His own conviction was, that the drunkard having despaired

of himself, would drink to excess, and then fall upon the

track, being aware, before all his senses had left him, that

the cars would roll over, and crush him to death. He
believed that such were the feelings and intention of the

drunkard, the irreclaimable drunkard. If they doubted

what he said, let them go and ask the reformed dninkard.

The dmnkard's body was like that of death-, he always

carried about him a load of self-contempt, which was bitter

to bear. He compared the dininkard to one who was

obliged to carry every where with him a dead body. It sat

down with him when he sat down, and rose with him when

he rose. It was always there. Turn whichever way he

would, it was there, a glaring, livid mass. If he wanted to

avert his eyes from it, he could not, without beholding the

hideous spectacle. It so brooded upon his soul, like a mon-

ster of death, that, with St. Paul, he exclaimed, ' Who shall

deliver me from the body of this death ?
' Yes, the drunk-

ard would rather risk the pains and tonnents of the other

world, than be subject to the hon-ors, such as he (Mr. G.)

had endeavored to describe. They were called upon to

wage war against all intoxicating beverages, whether they

were used in the fashionable circles, at social parties, at

weddings, at the large hotels, the low, miserable restorators,
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or the filthy rum-grocery, where the miserable drunken

idiots gasp for their cent's worth of the fiery poison.

There was one class of persons, who, perhaps uninten-

tionally, did moi-e to perpetuate intemperance, than all the

grog-shops put together. He knew that to be the fact.

But of that class he would not speak that evening. The

first glass, which had made thousands drunkards, had

been taken at other places beside the bar-room ; he meant

at the social parties. But, it was said by some, that their

influence could avail nothing in the great moral movement,

and that if a man cannot govern himself, he had better let

it alone. Now, he would challenge that large assembly,

nay, the world, to state instances where a man had been

better, morally, physically, or intellectually, by taking a

glass of Avine. But how many thousands had become

drunkards by that glass ? There were at present, in this

country, notAvithstanding the temperance reformation, five

hundred thousand drunkards, thirty thousand of whom, every

year, descend into the drunkard's grave ; and they begun

with the first glass of cider, rum, brandy, or wine. "Were

they not called upon to abolish the practice ? Did they not

owe it to themselves to do so '? Did not the interests of their

children require of them to do so 1 He would ask whether

any father in that assembly would be willing to place his

son in one scale, and fashion in the other, and then wait

to see who would kick the beam. Would any fond father

like to risk the happiness of his boy in such a way ?

Mr. Gough then alluded to the young lady who had lost

her life at Table Rock, by an attempt to pluck a shrub,

which was upon its brink. She made one false step, * she

cried out, save me ! and over she went.' "Would any father

tell his son that he could pluck it, to go and do so, and let

the world see how cool he was ; as cool as though he was



AFPEKDIX. Wm

Standing in his own drawing-room 1 No. No father Mould

speak thus to his child. He would tell him not to make

the attempt ; his foot might slip, and he might lose his life.

The son, perhaps, would say to his father, that there was no

danger of him ; that it did not follow because a giddy-headed

young lady had fallen over the precipice into the gulf of

destruction, which was beneath her, that the same fate was

to await him. Veiy good, very plausible argument, very

specious paralogism ; but let it be remembered that hun-

dreds of thousands go annually to pluck the shrub, and that

thirty thousand of them fall over the precipice ! Some said

that only weak-minded men became drunkards. That was

not true. He would take two men ; one should be a steady-

going, plodding kind of a character, always looking ahead,

and not deviating to the right nor to the left, but pursuing

the even tenor of his way, taking a glass of wine in the way

of business; he should be a person not calculated to do

much harm or much good, and one who had never been

supposed to have lived, until his death appeared in the

newspapers. The other should be a person of warm tem-

perament, full of life, of genius, and of learning ; a favorite

with the ladies, for the fascinations of his attainments ; the

admired of the fashionable circle, for his graceful dancing,

for his beautiful playing, and for his charming singing.

Such a man, if he took his glass of wine, would, beyond all

doubt, become a drunkard ; but no power, no persuasion,

no entreaties, could bring the other within the influence of

the glass; in a wox'd, it was impossible to make him a

drunkard. The one stood on the edge of the outer circle,

but the other went within the inner circles, which grew

narrower and narrower, until he was swallowed up in the

vortex, where tens of thousands went, and where they would
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remain, until the arrival of that terrible day, when the great

secret would be revealed.

The cry of no danger, was a vain cry. Men said they

had no desire to drink. How did they know that ? The
next time that any young man, who was listening to him,

who was in the habit of drinking, had a wish to take some-

thing, let him resist the wish ; he would feel feverish, rest-

less, and uneasy, until he had gratified his wish or crushed it.

He had heard of a case, where a friend of temperance was

anxious to induee a drunkard, whom he knew, to become a

sober man, by saying, that he would give him five dollars,

if he would not drink for a day. The drunkard told his

humane friend to shut him up ; but, so far gone was he m
the vice, so determined and so incorrigible a drunkard was

he, that he had de\-ised the means of getting intoxicated, even

while he was shut up, by sucking the rum through a straw

from a bottle, which a boy held outside the door ; the straw

was put through the key-hole.

In the church of the Rev. Albert Barnes, in Philadelphia,

he had held a temperance meeting. The children of eight

or nine of the Sabbath schools, with their teachers, were

present. It was a most glorious sight ; it was a bright and

beautiful sight, and it reminded him of what Dr. Pierce, of

Brookline, had said to him (j\Ir. G.), of the meeting of

children, which was once held in the Tremont Temple,

namely, ' There was no flower-garden on earth equal to it.'

But it was said, that children did not understand the tem-

i>erance movement. That was a great mistake. They
understood it well: and the girls and boys set a noble

example to their seniors. The pledge contained the prin-

dple of total abstinence. The advocates of the cause sought

their aid; and they solicited them to come up upon the

platform, and take an active part in the holy work. The
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traflBc in rum would be put an end to. When he said that,

he was told that he was touching upon delicate ground*^

but he would never cease to wage war against the traflBc in

all that intoxicates. It was said, that there were many
wealthy men concerned in the trade of rum, whose in-

fluence would be brought to bear against those who de-

nounced it, as being fraught with poverty, disease, and

death. But what cared he for that impotent threat ? He
had a right to lift up the curtain, to disclose the secrets of

the charnel-house 5 he would tear away the drapery of

respectability ! which hung around the infamous trade, that

it might be seen in the lengtli and breadth of all its hid-

eousness and corruption.

The dark and impenetrable pall of drunkenness, which

enshrouded the rum-depositories, must be rent. The ine-

briate outcast often exclaimed, that no man cared for him,

or for his soul ; he considered that he was lost, beyond all

hope of recovery, and he expected to die. Night after night

he pursued his course ; they would hear his wild, demoniac

laugh. Would any of those who were present accompany

him (]\Ir. G.) for twenty-four hours, he would point out to

them scenes, the bare contemplation of which, would make

the heart of a savage barbarian ache. He would point to

their view those fatal places, where the drunkard's soul and

senses were steeped in mm. That man was sleeping, one

would say ; wait a little, go close, and hear his convulsive

heavings ; lift up his hand, and it falls dead ; cry aloud in

his ear, and he would not hear; build a fire around him, and

such was the state of stupefaction in which he was, that he

could with diflRculty be started. No ; he was not asleep

;

the drunkard never slept. See the beaded drops of perspi-

ration standing on his forehead ; see liim beating the air

;

gee him staiting, and terrified at the horrible figures wliich
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OTOwd upon his imagination. He glares forth again, with

one object in view, namely, to get his rum ; he knelt down,

to clutch the glass with his trembUng hands. He (the

drunkard) cared not for the world ; he went on, in the same

way, night after night, until he was hurried before the

dread tribunal of Omnipotent justice, in a state of intoxica

tion ! 0, it was a tremendous reflection. He knew from

experience all he stated. But, said Mr. Grough, with his

eyes and hands turned towards heaven, thank God, a bright

and beaming star of hope had shone upon him. He had

destroyed his appetite for drink ; he had trampled under his

feet his foe. But he would rather go back to what he was

two days before he had signed the pledge, than be a Rum-
SELLEB. He had been a sinner above all sinners, but the

Almighty God had never left him so far, as to be bad

enough to sell the soul-destroying and God-defying rum.

Mr. Gough dwelt upon the wicked use which was made
of com, while thousands of human beings were in want of

bread. He spoke of the advertisements, which he often

saw in the newspapers, which were—
' Com ! Corn ! The highest cash price given for Cam^

That corn was poured into the accursed distillery, and

was converted into a liquid fire, to blight, blast, and scathe

the face of nature. If the corn was bought up, and cast

into the sea, and if the higliest cash price was given for

casting it there, if the object was to produce famine in that

way, the advocates of the temperance cause would be

silent, because the injuiy which would thus result would

be comparatively nothing. In one hundred and thirty

towns in Massachusetts, the sale of spirits was abol-

ished. But the people of those towns complained that

Boston was ruining them, because the rum was obtained

here in jugs, and forwarded to those places by the different
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expresses and carriers. "Would the citizens of Boston per-

mit that ? Would the rum traffickers be allowed to pour

out their liquid streams of death, despite the appeal of the

broken-hearted wives, and the tears of the orphan 1 But

the rum-sellers said, if they did not sell, others would. He
(Mr. G.) had asked them why they sold at all. The answer

was, to make money. Rather than sell it, he would sooner

die on a hay-mow, without a person to wipe the damp dews

of death from his brow : he 'yould sooner lay his head on a

cold stone, with nothing to protect it against the pitiless

peltings of the storm. He would prefer that hard and mel-

ancholy fate, to a bed of eider down, and to have friends,

with anxious countenances, peering through the damask

curtains that shrouded his dying body, when the latter

were purchased with wealth made in a distillery, every dol-

lar of which was blistered with the tear of sorrow, rusted

with the suicide's blood, and crusted with the piercing cries

of the sobbing, starving child. God never gave the distil-

ler a dollar, and if he were to make an offering of one, it

would be an act of impiety, and an outrage upon the

Majesty of the Deity. He would repeat it ; let those who

doubted the extent and magnitude of the evil arising from

drunkenness, go with him to the prisons, and see the pale

faces, the sunken eyes, and the hollow jaws of the victims

of rum.

On one evening, two gentlemen were walking in the

streets of Philadelphia, when they were accosted by two

little girls, who asked for alms. Upon being questioned,

one of them said she had no father, and the other said she

had a father-in-law. They went home with the children,

and, when they entered the door, they saw a woman work-

ing as fast as she could with her needle. They remon^

strated with the woman for allowing her children to be in
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the street at such a late hour, and told her that if she did

not take proper care of them, they would have her conduct

laid before the proper authorities. The woman, a fine com-

manding looking person, threw down her work, stood up,

and, in a burst of rage, said that ther ought to take the law

of the whisky-shops,— they caused her to labor, and her

children to beg. She worked from morning until night, but

she could not support her family. The gentlemen were

confounded. They went awa/, and returned the next day

to make provision for the family.

Air. Gough related the particulars connected with the

reformation of a young man who had been addicted to

drinking. It was the virtuous determination of a grey-

headed negro, who had refused to take a drink of cider in-

stead of water, which hsd reformed him. The old man was

about to put the cider to his mouth, when he discovered

what it was ; he refused to diink it, and returned it to his

young master, who was induced to sign the pledge, and who
had since promised to exert his influence for the good of

his felloAV-creatures. Young men and old men, said Mr. G.,

go and imitate the meritorious and noble example of the

virtuous negro. The young man and the negro would per-

haps meet each other where there was no rum, where there

was no temptation; but where all was brightness and

love.

He would again refer to Philadelphia, for which they

would excuse him. Two ladies, who were going to a tem-

perance meeting, which was held in that city, were asked

by a man, who did not appear to belong to the ' lower

order,' for two cents. They said they would not give him

what he wanted, but they asked him to go with them to a

temperance meeting, where he would hear some music, and

perhaps be induced to sign the pledge. The other lady
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said to her companion, that she had better not take him

there, as he might misconduct liimself. At that moment

two boys passed by, who were requested by the ladies to

see the man home, and to call upon them in the morning

with word where he lived, and they would reward them.

One of the ladies went to see him. She found him sick

with delirium tremens. He was the only son of his mother,

and she was a widow. She had a sufficiency for herself

and her son. All she had to grieve about, was the dissipa-

tion of her child. The lady asked him (Mr. G.) to accom-

pany her to see the young man, and apologized to him for

not ha\'ing the carriage, as her mother was out shopping.

Well, he felt pretty proud to walk through the streets vnth.

an elegant lady. He saw the inebriate— he stayed with him

an hour— he signed the pledge. They should have seen

his mother •, her feelings continued to well up, until, at last,

she burst into a flood of tears : they were tears of heartfelt

joy and gladness. Those kind and magnanimous ladies,

were the instruments, under Heaven, by which that young

man had been rescued from a drunkard's grave. Let others

of their sex go and do likewise. There were a great many

worth saving, and who might shine as stars in the hemis-

phere of talent. To all present, he would say, press on-

ward, come forward, and let them show their sincerity, by

signing the pledge.

He implored all friends of humanity to give the cause

their support, and to exert their influence, in every legiti-

mate manner, to bring over the drunkard. He loved the

cause, and his devotion to it should cease only with his

life.





A TEMPERANCE SKETCH.

[BY AN ENGLISH TRAVELLER]

MR. JOHN B. GOUGH.

In the early part of January, of the present year, I was

residing in Philadelpliia, and finding, one dull, drizzling

damp morning that time hung heavily 6n. my hands, I

made an attempt at killing it by applying to that usual

refuge for the destitute tourist— the newspapers. I soon

digested the whole of their contents, having from the

paucity of information contained in the various hebdoma-

dais actually devoured the advertisements, which, by the

way. were the most amusing portions of the broad sheets.

This resource being exhausted, what was I to do ? It was

not a day for walking, and were it so, I had seen every

thing of note in and about the beautiful city of Brotherly

Love. The Hall of Independence, the Mint, Laurel Hill

Cemetery, Franklin's Grave, the Girard College, had all

been visited, and how was I to amuse myself, a stranger

in a strange place ?

I sauntered to the window of my hotel, and there had a

melancholy view of the damp roof of the Market House.

Tiring of this prospect I planted myself before the stove,

and in pure desperation took up a pamphlet on temperance

which lay on the table. There was not much in it to in-

terest me, but it was better, I thought, than nothing, so I

read on— turning the leaves over and over, on the princi

10
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pie which makes a squirrel turn in his circular cage. I

read because 1 could'nt help it.

There were several notices in that temperance pamph-

let of various lecturers on the subject of total abstinence

;

and a perfect host of paragraphs respecting one of them, a

young man named Gough, who had, it seemed, been cre-

ating quite a 'sensation' wherever he appeared. Anec-

dotes of considerable interest were quoted as having been

related by him, and from all accounts, his progi;ess tlu'ough

the various cities and to^vns of the Union seemed to have

been a very march of triumph.

I am passionately fond of eloquent public speaking, and

therefore felt agi'eat dcsne to hear Mr. Gough ; nor Avas my
wish long ungratified, for the rain being ' over and gone/

I sauntered dowai Chestnut street, and in my way saw a

bill which announced that ]\Ir. G. would address the peo-

ple of Philadelphia in a church, on the following Sunday

evening, and thither at the appointed hour I repaired, ex-

pecting to be disappointed, for I have generally found

much-vaunted men to fall far short of the standard erected

by their admirers.

Mr. Gough's fame having ' flo^^Ti before him,' the church

was, long before the appointed time, crowded to overflow-

ing. I occupied a seat in the -galleiy, and in common

with hundreds waited anxiously for the appeai-ance of

the second Father Mathew. As seven o'clock drew near,

every eye was strained in order to catch the first glimpse

of him. There was a perfect furor. Surely, thought I, he

must be something above the mark ! but stay.

The minister, who regularly officiates in the church, goes

into the pulpit and sits doAvn. One or two persons behind

me say it is after seven o'clock, and veiy much fear tliat

Mr. Gough is not coming, and they are only going to have
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a sermon after all. Presently there is a stir near the door

and a grave-looking spectacled personage, with hair

* half-way

On the road from grizzle to gray,'

is seen pushing, with monstrous difficulty, through the

crowd. He is folloAved by a young man, or rather by a

young man's head, for whether a body belongs to it is

doubtful— if there be, it bids fair to be so flatly squeezed as

to render seeing it edgeways a matter of difficulty. On
the gi-ave-looking gentleman and his companion push, and at

length arrive at the foot of the stairs leading to the pulpit.

' There he goes ! that 's Gough ! him with the spectacles on,'

whispers one to another, as the grave-looking personage

ascends the steps— no, that cannot be the orator, for Ave

are told he is much younger. Another individual mounts,

and a buz goes round— again a disappointment! it is only

the sexton, who is about to regulate the refractory gas-

buraer. Perhaps the secretary (for such is the gentleman

with gray hair and spectacles) is going to apologize for

Mr. Gough's unexpected, unavoidable absence, &c., &c.

! no— no such thing, for you may see a young man fol-

lowing the sexton, and all at once every eye is fixed on

him, for every body whispers to every body else— ' That 's

him,' and this time they are right, for Mr. J. B. Gough it is.

"Wliat ! that pale, thin young man— with a brown over-

coat buttoned closely up to his chin, and looking so at-

tenuated that a tolerably jjcrsevering gust of wind would

have had no difficulty in puffing him to any I'equired point

of the compass— that him who has swayed multitudes by

his oratory. Made strong men weep like little children,

and women to sob as if their hearts would burst ! Yes—
look at his large expressive eyes— mark every feature, and
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you see the stamp of no common man there. The young

apostle of temperance is before us.

After a brief address from IMr. Marsh, and a prayer from

the pastor of the church, a hjmn was sung, and then Mr.

Gough came forward. I had now a better opportunity of

observing him. His face was pale, and there needed no

very scrutinizing eye to detect on the brow of youth, fuiTows

which time and trouble had prematurely ploughed there.

His cheeks were very pale, somewhat sunken, and their

muscles were very distinctly marked. The mouth, by far

the most expressive feature of the face, was of a benevo-

lent formation, (if I may so describe it,) and at times a

smile of inexpressible sweetness lurked about it— a quan-

tity of dark hau* nearly covered his forehead, yet leaving

one temple bare, indicating a brain of more than ordinary

capacity. In dress he was extremely simple— plain black

—taken altogether, I have seldom at a first glance felt so

lively an interest in any celebrated man (and I have seen

many) as I did in Mr. Gough.

It would be easy enough to give the matter of Mr

Gough's address, but to convey any thing except a very

slender idea of his manner, would be a sheer impossibility,

and I shall not attempt so hopeless a task. To be fully

appreciated he must be heard. He commenced by dis-

claiming any intention of entering on an argument, and

said that he should mainly depend on facts, the results of

liis own experience, or those of others which had fallen

under his notice. He then described his own career as an

intemperate man, and drew pictures of such terrific power,

and yet so truthful that his hearers shuddered as they hs-

tened to the dreadful details. To me, intemperance had

never before appeared in all its horrible, startUng hide

oosness. The impressions made by Mr. Gough on his
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audience seemed to be profound ; and many of his pathet-

ical anecdotes drew tears ' from eyes unused lo weep.'

It being Sabbath evening, Mr. Grough did not indulge in

any reminiscences of a ludicrous nature, but confined him-

self to a delineation of the a\\'ful features of intemperance,

as exhibited every hour in our daily paths. His illustra-

tions were marvellously felicitous, and most aptly intro-

duced. Never did he utter any thing approaching to vul-

garity, and often his eloquence was of a high order. He
told us that he had never known the advantages of educa-

tion (a fact which none would have suspected) ; that he had

left England at twelve years of age ; had suffered from

poverty and want in their direst forms, and had felt, when

death had robbed him of all who made life dear, that he

was utterly alone. It was the most a^vfully interesting

autobiography [ ever listened to.

During that week, and the week following, Mr. Grough

lectured to congregated thousands in Philadelphia ; and so

fascinated was I by his eloquence, that, with the exception

of two meetings, I heard all his addresses. The excitement

was tremendous. To obtain any chance of hearing him,

seats were obliged to be procured more than an hour and a

half before the time of commencement. Gallery and pulpit

Btaus, and aisles, were thronged with people of every class.

I shall never forget the scene at the Chinese Museum,

where, on two occasions, three thousand people paid twenty-

five cents for the privilege of hearing him ; and, even then,

hundreds were unable to obtain admission. Mr. Gough

enchained that vast audience, for two hours, by one of the

most effective addresses I ever heard. At one moment he

convulsed them vdth merriment, and, as if by the touch of

an enchanter's wand, he subdued them to tears. It was a

wonderful display of his power over the feelings and pas-
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sions ; and j-et, \A-ith all, there was so much of humility,

that one kuew not which most to admire— the man or his

matter.

Mr. Gough is an admirable mimic, and tells a story with

more point than, Charles Matthews excepted, any other

story-teller I ever listened to. His sarcasms tell with effect,

and his pathetic narrations of the household distresses are

grapliic in the extreme. I should not like to be the object

of his denunciations, for he launches his thunders with an

unsparing hand, as the traffickers in rum can testify. He
sings, too, and very sweetly: few can refrain from tears

when hearing his 'long, long ago.' Taken altogether, it

may be safely said that Mr. Gough is one of those men
Avhom the Almighty calls out, at certain periods, to wage
his battles, and effect great moral reforms. Mr. Gough is,

emphatically, a man for the Times

!

I forgot to remark, that our orator's voice is extremely

musical, and of flexible tone ; at times sweet as that of the

eloquent Henry Smith (a preacher of Queen Elizabeth's

day, and suraamed the silver-tongued), and at others, pour-

ing forth, torrent-like, in eloquent invective. In fine, he

has all the requisites for an efficient public speaker, and

nobly does he bring all his energies to bear whilst engaged

in discussing his favorite theme— temperance, to which he

feels he owes so much.

It should not be forgotten by Mr. Gough's wide, and stUl

expanding circle of friends, that their favorite speaker's

talents ai-e confined in an earthly casket, and that the vast

amount of labor which he perfonns must of necessity affect

his health. Let those who value his influence, be careful of

the man ; and not, by overworking him now, prevent his

future usefulness. It is evident that he is suffering from

over-work ; indeed, human nature cannot long support such
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prodigious efforts as his. The lives of such men arc of

priceless value. That he may long be spared to effect still

greater reforms in our moral and social circles, is the heart-

felt prayer of one who, after Father Matthew had failed to

convince him of the error of 'drink,' heard from J. B.

Gough, his junior only in years, such statements as induced

him to sign the pledge. J. D. B.

Boston, March. 1845.
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TO JOHN B. GOUGH.

BY JOHN D. ROSS.

Thy -work is good, thy aim is high—

Thy mission pure and holy 1

The human heart to purify

;

To raise the weak and lowly

:

To bid the slaves, who, hating all.

By men are shunned and hated,

Kise up from Rum's despotic thrall,

Men — self-emancipated

!

In homes which once were full of woe,

Meek Peace shall fold her pinion
;

And like a ' little heaven below,'

Will seem the calm dominion

:

For children, strangers long to bliss,

When parent forms caressing,

Shall owe to thee their happiness,

And name thee with a blessing.

Some worse than widowed wife, whose flowers

Of hope were well-nigh blighted,

Shall feel her many weary hours

Of sadness all requited

;
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For smiles shall beam,— and by the tongue

Which uttered threats and cm-ses,

Shall prayers be made ; and oft be sung

Devotion's hallowed verses.

The young shall hail thy saving hand,

Which grasped them when pursuing,

With Dissipation's thoughtless band,

The path to endless ruin.

Gray-headed sires shall joy to see

Some prodigal repenting

:

And mothers, when their loved are free,

Will hush the long lamenting ?

! prouder far such wreaths as thine

Than Hero's cirques of glory !

And brighter shall thy trophies shine

Upon the page of story !

The weapons of thy righteous war

Love's garlands are entwining
;

And Peace speaks, as when Bethlehem's star

Was o'er the shepherds shining.

Fault not ! faint not ! but onward press,

Pursue thy God-like calling :

Achieve more bloodless victories

Eum's captives disenthralUng

!

Be heedless of the ' strife of tongues '
—

Assail man's Curse— remove it

!

Whilst earth thy work shall hail with

And God shall well approve it.

Boston, Feb. 1S45.
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TWO YEARS AGO.

[Written for J. B. Gough.]

BY THE REV. JOHN PIERPONT.

Tune— ' O no, we never mention hint,'

Two years ago, a mighty chain

Had boitnd me to the bowl,

Its links lay burning on my braia

And crushing down my soul

;

My mother, far from scenes of strife

Was, in her grave, laid low,

And not a star shone on my life

But two short years ago.

Two years ago, the loafing throng,

That hung around the inn,

Would say— ' Come, sing us now a song,

And you shall have some gin.'

And I the drunkard's catch would troll.

The lowest of the low,

And then in drink would drown my soul,

But two short years ago.

Two years ago, upon the edge

Of Ruin's gulf I lay:

I woke — I rose— I signed the pledge

Two years ago to-day :

That pledge hath saved my drowning soul,

From sorrow, pain, and woe
;

'T was that, that helped ma dash the bowl

Away, two years ago.

And now a glorious sun hath risen

To cheer and bless my soul

:

I feel my freedom from my prison—
My bondage to the bowl

:
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A thousand friends, with anxious care,

Their arms around me throw,

To keep me from the gulf of Fear
I sought, two years ago.

Two years ago, thy name, God,
I named but to blaspheme

;

Thy holy courts I never trod ;—
Forgive me. Power Supreme !

And help me do some little good,

In lifting up the low.

Who now are standing, where I stood

But two short years ago.

SONG.

W riuen by Rev. Wm. B. Tappan, for Mr. J. B. Gough, and sung
by him at the Anniversary Occasion, Oclober 88, 1844.

I WAS tossed by the winds on a treacherous wave
;

Above me was peril, beneath me a grave
;

The sky, to my earnest inquiry, was dark
;

The storm in a deluge came down on my bark

!

How fearful ! to drive on a horrible shore,

Where breakers of Ruin eternally roar.

0, Mercy ! to wreck in the morning of days,—
To die when life dazzles with changeable rays,—
To sink as the grovelling and vile of the ship,

The rose on my cheek, and the dew on my lip—
And fling, as a bauble, my soul to the heaps.
That glisten and mock from the caves of the deeps.
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O, no ! for a Star trembles out in the sky,

The shrieks of the ocean complainingly die,

The gales that I covet blow fresh from the shore.

Where breakers of Ruin eternally roar

:

Each sail presses homeward— all praises to Thee,

Whose word in that hour hushed tempest and sea !

TO J. B. GOUGH.

Young champion of a righteous cause, press boldly on, I pray,

Though weary, faint not— falter not, though dark and rough

the way

;

Ripe is the harvest, and thy hand can well the sickle wield,

! bind the sheaves— root up the tares, that cumber now
the field.

Strong is the foe ; but thou art strong, the tempter's spell to

break;

Thy heel can bruise the serpent's head, his dreaming victim

wake.

Still pour, in floods of burning light, thy thoughts without

control,

Thy trumpet tones can stir the heart, can rouse the slum-

bering soul.

Sheathe not the two-edged sword of truth, till error van-

quished lies

;

Spare not the wolf, while yet one lamb, bleeding, before thee

diss.

Ay, thine 's a work of emprise high, a meet reward is thine
;

Enrolled 'mong blest philanthropists, thy name shall brightly

shine.
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Though, like the lightning-riven oak, thou 'st known misfor

tune's storm,

Affections shall spring up, and twine, like ivy, round thy

form.

Thousands shall grasp thy hand, and call thee savior, brother,

friend

;

And prayers from myriad hearts for thee, like incense, shall

ascend.

The seeds thou 'rt sowing now in tears, shall blossom 'neath

thy tread

;

Hope's ripened fruits, and soul-fraught joys, shall cluster

round thy head

;

Angels of holy light o'er thee, their radiant wings shall bend,-

With pasans of a rescued host, their harpings soft shall blend.

Jlore precious to a soul like thine, such treasures, though

untold,

Than ingots of the glistening dross that mammon's sons call

gold.

Blessed thus on earth, a brighter crown shall deck thy brow
above,

"Where thou, with all earth's ransomed tribes, shall sing the

song of love.

Dedham, Mill Villasre. lizette.

TO MR. J. B. GO UGH.

Young speaker ! thou hast dearly learned the lore,

That touched thy tongue with eloquence, to chain

The thronging crowds, and bid the tear-drop pour,

As flows from April clouds the genial rain.

God grant the seed may ripen, and bring forth

Rich harvest, all commensurate with thy worth.
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Ah ! thou hast paid for knowledge such a price

As beggars imagery. Nought can repay

The boundless treasures lavished upon vice :

Thy early boyhood's pure and hallowed ray,

Thy young heart's hopes, the life of her who gave

Her all to thee, ere yet a mindless slave.

Steeped to the lips in povertj- and shame,

Quivering with agony, remorse, and dread

;

Cast by the living forth, with taunts and blame,

E'en from the bosom of the peerless dead

!

Condemned and exiled. ! my God, prevent

Another bearing the bonds which thou hast rent.

'
! I have suffered.' Yes ; and many hearts.

That beat before thee, echoed back thy words,

As memory drew aside the screen, that parts

The past and present. Ah ! the inner chords

Of many souls vibrated to the tone.

Ah ! me, thou hast not trod the path alone.

We, who have seen our loved ones change a.nd fall,

Know well what influence alone can save

Others who tremble, like a tottering wall,

O'er the dark precincts of the drunkard's grave.

'T is individnai eflbrt, sire and son,

^lust marshal side by side, ere the broad field be won

And yet men say, ' Can I my brother keep ?

'

We answer, ' Can you not his steps betray ?

And, fiend-like, urge him to the dangerous leap,

And then lament his downfall ? ' Hedge the way
By a firm phalanx of abstaining ones,

And save your country's honor, and her sons.
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Go on, thou ' young man eloquent !
' go on

:

Continue thus to urge thy brother man—
Thy brother Christian— thus to act upon

This glorious cause ; others have led the van

;

Thou bringest up the centre ; charge, and rout

;

Their false excuses must be driven out,

Thine earthly tabernacle rude st8rms have shook

;

But spare not word, nor tear, nor life, nor limb

:

The monster, who once held thee, must not look

For truce or quarter; ^Ao?* had'st none from him!
Better a martyr's death —a martyr's lot,

Than the escutcheon of otir cause to blot.

New York, 1844. a. r. r

DRINKING SONG.

Drink from the mountain spring,

As it leaps from its rocky cell;

Drink from the pure stream, wandering

Along the flowery dell.

But drink not of the poisoned cup,

Taste not its deadly flow

;

It crazes the head, it fires the blood.

And it fills the heart with woe.

Though it dance to the sight, in youth so bright,

Though it gleam with the promise ofjoy,
Yet of Genius and Hope 't is the deadly blight,

And it cloudeth the morning of youth in night,

And it brmgeth long woe for a brief delight,

And it charmeth to destroy.
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Then drink from the mountain spring,

As it leaps from its rocky cell

;

Drii:k from the pure stream, wandering

Along the flowery dell.

But drink not of the poisoned cup,

! taste not its deadly flow,

For it crazes the head, and it fires the blood,

And it fills the heart with woe.

Ncto Bnitiswick, 1S45.

161

1
TO MR. JOHN B. GOUGH.^

Written aHer listening to his eloquent Appeal to the Ladies, in

Mercer-streel Church, New York, Jan'y. 27th, 1845.

Hail to thee, stripling ' youthful soldier, hail

!

God's blessing on thee, in thy noble toil

!

Mighty the foe, and clad in glittering mail

;

But thou, with sling and stone, his arts shall foil.

Stay not thy hand,— hurl forth the chosen stone,

Unshaped by art, but polished in the stream

Of gushing eloquence, whose mighty tone

Shall wake the wanderer from his dangerous dream.

Thy cause is holy,— and from every heart,

That feels the crushing weight of human woe,

Or fears the tempter's fierce and fiery dart,

There breathes ' God speed thee,' whcrcsoe'er thou go

!

Protect thy life, thy strength, thy growing powers,

Thy singleness of heart, thine upright aim
;

Shower health and gladness on thy futia-e hours,

And guard thee from the touch of sin or shame !

'

11
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The foe may rail,—may scorn thy snt pie word,

And deem himself in his stronghold secure,

But as the leaves by autumn winds are stirred,

So shalt thou move men's hearts, whilst thine is pure.

*T is this, more potent than the power of art,

Of boasted genius, or world-wide renown.

Shall give thee power to wield the human heart.

And make its pulses vibrate to thine own.

Yes
;
yes, preserve thy singleness of aim,

Thy lowly mind, thy unpretending mien,

And precious, then, shall be thy well-earned fame,

Thejnctor's crown shall on thy brow be seen.
*

Go fortt, then, stripling, with thy stones and sling,

Look not on helmet, shield, or glittering spear

!

They suit thee not,— a burden they would bring,—
Enough thy mighty cause for thee to bear

!

Strong in the power, the naked power of truth,—
Of love, warm, gushing from a kindly heart,—

Not woman only, manhood, ardent youth,

Shall bow subdued before thy heaven-taught art.

And God himself shall thy rewarder be.

'T is he hath raised, endowed thee for the strife.

And he will lead thee forth to victory,

If thou art faithful to the end of life,—
*Till then, meek soldier, patient laborer, wait,—
The prize is only thine when reached is heaven's gate.

T.
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WITHIN A PRISON.

Hm writer is indebted, for the incident of the following Dallad,

the eloquent Mr. Gough.

Ajs once, within a prison's walls,

I trod the echoing floor,

And marked the dim and narrow cells,

Each with its grated door.

On one, a far-cast, slanting ray,

From a narrow window, high.

Dropped faintly, and revealed within,

A saddened, blood-shot eye. ^
Through a little chink it wistful lookjd,

To see one human face

;

Imploringly it begged of me
To tarry a little space.

It was a sad, sweet pleasure, then.

To stop by the friendless man.

Whose thoughts of guilt in his solitude,

With his reason riot ran.

• A kindly face to see !
'
—

Two fingers through the little chmk

He strove to stretch to me.

He longed to touch a friendly hand, -

To hear a friendly tone,—
To feel that on God's happy earth

He was not all alone

!

And as that quivering hand I held,

And marked that tearful eye.

Soft pity moved my heart to ask

That sad man's history.
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' What hast thou done, thou hapless one,

That, in this gloomy cell,

Shut out from light, and love, and hope,

Thou art condemned to dwell ?

'

Now close he pressed the iron door

!

And tighter grasped my hand ;—
* There was a time,— the happiest man

Was 1 in all the land.

A cheerful heart, and stalwart strength.

The Lord had given me ;—
A pleasant cot, a little farm,—
^ All beautiful to see.

My -vwfe was pure as lily fair,—
0, woe ! woe is me !

—
And sw^eeter, far, than lilies are,

And good as good could be.

I loved her dearly, loved my home,—
No little ones had we ;

—
Husband and wife ;— she thought she knew
No braver man than he.

But evil spirits tempted me
To wander from her love,

—

With cheated lip, wine-cups to sip,—
With straymg feet to rove.

Li the accursed bowl were drowned

l^Iy happiness and liealth,—
Ship-wrecked and lost ;— and therewithal

My modest store of wealth.

Had that been all, I still might be

A hoping man once more,—
But ne'er can wealth, or weal, or health,

My priceless Jane restore !
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My gentle wife began to droop,

Like lily overborne ;
—

But sweeter grew, as lilies do,

When lilies leaves are torn.

How pale her beauteous face became I

How thin her lovely form !

Her spirit fled,— as rose-tints fade

Before the wintry storm.

Not one reproachful word she spake,

Nor murmur once did she,—
When, like a wretch, I treated her,

She like an angel, me.

For when, with drunken rage, I came,

A vile, and cursing man,

Her blue eyes she would fix on me,

Whence silent tear-drops ran.

That was a scourge I could not bear,—
It pierced me through and through;

As, day by day, time wore away,—
Surely, it larger grew.

Paler became her pallid cheek, —

-

Her face and form more thin
;

And, in plain view, the veins traced throngh

Her white, transparent skin.

But dreadful was that grieved look,—
It was too hard to bear

;

At home, by the way, in the cup every day—
1 saw it everywhere.

Where'er I went, I saw it still

;

Still, still it followed me ;
—

In dreams of the night,— in broad daylight, —
Still, still that look I see.
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One (lay, with frenzy filled, I came

;

She sat in silent woe
;

Her long gold hair adown her bare

And beauteous neck did flow.

She sat upon a broken chair.

Her hands her face sustaining,—
Her fingers through fast-falling tears,

Like autumn-drops, were raining.

She rose, and turned on me that look!

Within me demons wrought ;—
With staggering pace, from out its place,

My deadly gun I caught

!

I cannot tell thee any more,

—

Death is too good for me ;—
But sometimes, in the still, dark night,

Ad angel's form I see.

Beside my lonely couch she stands.

And kindly looks on me

;

And whispers, that, beyond the grave

I may forgiven be.*

LCELU

TO G

Down from the willow's drooping bough,

My tremblmg harp I 'U bring.

And o'er its chords, twice rescued friend,

My joy and sadness fling.



APPENDIX.

For bitter waters are unsealed,

As we with thee review

Thy thom-strown path to manhood's day,—
Thy later sorrows too.

Yes, tears will flow, will flow with thine, ^
Lone, stricken, tempted one

;

That malice dared, from off thy brow,

To pluck that valued crown.

But, ! we joy that for thee now
Hope's star doth brightly shine

;

That round thy onward, upward way,

The buds of promise twine.

Joy, that thy voice again can hurl

Defiance at the foe.

And bring from haunts of sin and shame
Our brethren— faUen low. *

Then, ' Onward !
' let thy motto be

For crown none e'er can mar

;

! plume the wing for that rich prize

The ransomed only share.

There no malignant, chilling glance.

From envy's eye will fall

;

No friend will there prove treacherous,

No wily tempter call.

Prayer, ! how fervent, shall ascend

To God, the Lord, for thee

;

That he thy buckler, shield, and strength.

Thy All, may ever be.

M. ELIZABBTH.
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LINE S

Suggested by hearing Mr. J. B. Gnugli, at a late Temperance Lee-

lure, portray in glowing colors, the evils of Intemperance.

Days of my cliilclhood,— sweet days of delight,

—

When I thought that tlie world would thus ever be l)right
j

"When the eyes of fond parents would light up with joy,

When they rested on me, their then innocent boy,

—

I dreamed not of sorrow,— I dreamed not of woe,—
A long time ago, a long time ago.

I roamed, with my sister, o'er liighland and wood

;

And blithe was our song, from hearts happy and good

;

We culled the wild flower, fresh chaplets to t\vine,

To deck her fair brow, as she also did mine,_

—

It seemed then a paradise, to us below,

—

A long time ago, a long time ago.

But those days of delight, ah ! they did not remain;

For soon they were followed by want, and by pain

;

The mother, that loved me, in death passed away,

And I wept on the sod o'er her slumbering clay;

My sister and I stood where she lay low,—
A long time ago, a long time ago.

We returned to our garret, so dreary and sad,
^

And felt that we never again could be glad
;

We knelt there in prayer to our heavenly Friend

!

For, on earth, none was near us, to guard and defend

!

'T was then that I first felt life's troubles and woe,—
A long time ago, a long time ago.

My home was with strangers,— a poor orphan boy ;
—

Then forever was passed my cliildhood's bright joy,

—

Kough language, ill treatment, ah ! hard was my lot;

Such cruel unkindness can ne'er be forgot

;
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My efforts to please were returned with a bloAV,—
A long time ago, a long time ago.

Then alone in the bam I have oft raised a prayer,

Unto him who extends to tlie ravens his care,

And thus sought for strength ray hard lot to endure,

An unfriended orplian boy, tempted and poor
;

For e'en then I could feel sin was bringing me low,—
A long time ago, a long time ago.

My home, alas ! 't was no home unto me

;

No smile from loved parents, no kind sympathy
;

So I souglit when despondent, and lonely, and sad,

Some youthful companions, the jovial and glad

;

They first gave the sweet poison,— I could not say, no,—
A long time ago, a long time ago.

My home and my griefs were forgotten by me.

In the sweet poisoned draught I sought pleasure and glee

;

I then was the happiest, merriest lad,

The v/orld seemed so bright, and my heart seemed so glad

;

I thought it a friend, but I found it a foe,—
A long time ago, a long time ago.

These feverish dreams did but shortly remain,

And then followed remorse, contrition, and pain

;

I tried to reform, but I only grew worse ;
—

why did I taste of the poison at first

!

. But no friend was near, kind advice to bestow,

—

A long time ago, a long time ago.

Years passed, and the youth is transformed to the man

;

For a time I succeeded my sin to withstand,

1 bid all my bottle-companions adieu.

For now other scenes had attracted my view,—
A fair, gentle maiden, she loved me, I know —
A long time ago, a long time ago.
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A husband and father ! sad is the sight,

When these halloAved affections should meet with a blight I

My wife ! how I loved her, no language can tell,

And yet from my promises sadly I fell

!

I a husl)and and drunkard ? ah, yes ! it wa3 so ;
—

A long time ago, a long time ago.

Over yeai-s I would now cast oblivion's veil,

If not by recalling I hope to prevail

On some tempted youth the first step to beware

The many allurements that 's sprearl to ensnare
;

Much grief it would have saved me if I had said, no,—
. A long time ago, a long time ago.

Life is so changing, we cannot remain

One year to another exactly the same
;

If the course is e'en downward, ! rapid the fall

;

The path of the drunkard is warning to all;

But no voice was then raised to warn me of woe ;
—

A long time ago, a long time ago.

No voice ! ah, yes ! one gentle voice I did hear,

Who gave her advice with a sigh and a tear

;

The wife of a drunkard ! hard was her task

;

But neglect, grief, and suffering, relieved her at last.

My wife and my babe death removed from below ;
—

A long time ago, a long time ago.

When the day had been passed in revelry, glee,

And at night no home offered protection to me

;

I would crawl to the churchyard, the moon shining bright,

And sit on the grave of my wife the lone night

!

Not a friend had I then in the wide world below !
—

A long time ago, a long time ago.

But the drama of life is now changed again.

And I stand uo the freeman,— I 've broken my chain

;
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Ye friends of the outcast, who snatched me from death,

In thanks for my rescue I now raise ray breath.

I wish that my heart years since felt as now,

—

A long time ago, a long time ago.

. Ye throngs, who are pressing to hear me repeat

My life's sad experience, let me entreat,

* Touch not ! taste not !' the danger is great

;

Beware of the tempter before 't is too late

!

1 speak from a lieart that its ills well did know,—
A long time ago, a long time ago.

And thou, who for gain can extend to another

The poisonous cup ! it is to thy brother,

That thou art dispensing this misery, pain;

He is a great loser ! but small is thy gain

;

For the book of the prophet * revealed thine own woe, -*

A long time ago, a long time ago.

M. R.

TO J. B. G OUGH.

The poor ye have always with you.'— Matt. 26 : 11.

Dear brother, thy brothers are poor I

Go, thou, and deliverer be

;

TiU the wretched are wretched no more,

Till all shall be happy and free.

Put on the whole armor of God

!

For Christ and his kingdom declare

;

Where sorrow hath found an abode,

Go, prove thyself conqueror there.

» Habakkuk 2 : 15.
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There -was for thy brother a snare,

'T was seen ; and thou seest it yet,

In wine-cups ! 0, make him aware
Of places where still it is set.

Go on with thy message of love,

And victory to you shall be given
;

Commissions thus sent from above
Are ever rewarded in heaven.

In yonder blessed mansions above,

Thou 'It soon meet with souls thoi hast woa;
There God shall preside, and apprcre
Of deeds thou so nobly hast dons.

Yes, brother, be true to the cause

;

Be valiant and brave to the end,

Love God, and obey all his laws.

And thou shalt have Him for thy friend.

IVD.



SUPPLEMENT.

At the request of many friends, I am induced to mako this

little addition to my Autobiography ; and as the unfortunate

affair of which it is the subject has been extensively pub-

lished, and generally commented on by the public press,

I only deem it necessary to append my own statement with

the Report of the Committee of Investigation appointed by

the Church of which I am a member.

Eoxbury, Dec. 2d, 1845. J. B. GOUGH.

STATEMENT OF JOHN B. GOUGH.

Mount Pleasant, Roxbury, Mass., )

Se])tember 22d, 1845. J

Although very weak, and worn with intense suflfering in

body and mind, yet I will delay no longer doing that which

I have ever intended as soon as practicable to do, viz. to give

a plain statement of facts relative to the unhappy circum-

stances in which I have been placed within the past few

weeks. I left home on Monday, the 1st instant, in company
with Dea. Grant, of Boston, and Mr. Cyrus E. Morse ; spoke

in Westborough in the evening; went the next day to Spring-

field, and on the 3d, attended a Convention, at Blanford

;

epoke three times tliat day, spoke twice on the 4th, at West-

field, took leave of Dea. Grant and lady, and left in the

morning for Springfield, in company with Mr. Morse— he to

go to Boston, and I to talve the cars for New York. I sent a

letter to my wife by Mr. Morse, of which the following is an

extract : ' I liope to meet you on Monday evening. If I did

not feel that the duty of finally arranmng matters for the

winter demanded my presence in New York. I would come
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home with Cyrus ; but I hope to spend a pleasant and profit-

able Sabbath in Brooklyn. 1 shall think of you,' &c., &c.
My reason for going to New York was to make a final ar-
rangement for part of my time, and what part, this coming
winter. I was to be in Montreal on the 11 th inst. I agreed
to meet my wife and a gentleman who was to accompany us
to M., at Albany, on Monday evening, Sept. Sth. I arrived
at New York at 6 or half-past 6, on Friday, the Sth instant,

left my baggage ^rith a porter on board the boat, to biing
after me, and walked to the Croton Hotel. I took tea ; my
baggage arrived ; I procured a room, went into it, arranged
my dress, told them there that I was going to. Brooklyn, and
might not return that night. I have always been made wel-
come at my friend's in Brooklyn ; and I knew that if they
were not full, I should be invited to stay all night. About
half-past 7 or 8, I left the Croton, called at a store in Broad-
way, and purchased a watch-guard. Went to the store of

Messrs. Saxton & Miles ; stayed there a few minutes. On
coming out, I had not gone a dozen steps before I was ac-

costed by a man with ' How do you do, Mr. Gough ? ' Said
I, 'You have the advantage of "^me ; I am introduced to so

many, that it is difficult for me sometimes to recognize them.'

Said he, ' My name is Williams, Jonathan Williams. I used
to work in the same shop with you in this city, a good many
years ago.' I replied, ' I do not remember it/ or something
to that effect. He then said, ' You have got into a new busi-

ness, "the temperance business;" do you find it a good
business ?

' 'Oh yes,' I told him, ' I find it a very good
business.' Some other conversation ensued, during which
time we were walking slowly together, when he said, ' I sup-

pose you are so pious now, and have got to be so proud, that

you would not drink a glass of soda with an old shopmate.'
' yes, I would drink a glass of soda with anybod3^ I wiU
drink a glass with you, if you will go in here.' We were
then opposite to Thompson's. There were, I should think,

ten or twelve persons round the fountain, when he said, ' We
shall never get served here. I know a place where we can.

get better soda than we can here.' We then crossed the

street, and went down Chambers street to Chatham street,

till we came to a small shop Having no suspicions, I did not

take particular notice of what kind of a shop it was. But I

saw confectionary, and a pasteboard sign, with 'Best Soda'
on it. There are two or three of these establishments in that

vicinity
;
(owing to my weakness, I did not visit the place

frevious to my leaving'^New York,) but I have no doubt that

can identify the shop among the others. This man called

for soda, asked me ' what syrup I used,* said ' he used rasp-
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berry.' (I am pretty sure he said raspberrv.) I said, 'I

would take some of ihe same.'
, •^

The syiup was poured out, and the soda poured mto it

from the fou II lain. (The fountain was of a daric color.) This

man took my glass, and handed it to me with his hand over

the top of the glass. (I noticed his hand, because 1 thought

it was not a very gentlemanly way of handing a glass.)

However, I thought no more, but drank it. We then went

into Chambers street again, and up to Broadway, together,

when he left me. Soon after he left me, I felt a warm sensa-

tion about the lungs and chest, with unusual exhilaration—
and, for the first time, I began to suspect that it was not all

ri^ht. This feeling increased, till I felt completely bewil-

dered, with a desire for something, I know not what. I do not

know tliat I ever felt so strangely in my life before. I do not

know how long I walked, but must have walked some dis

tance, as I have some recollection of seeing the new white

church at the upper end of Broadway. During this time, I

went into a grocery store, and got some brandy— I do not

know where, nor whether I paid tor it— but I recollect drink-

"ug. I became, after a little while, bewildered and stupid, and

had wandered, I do not know where, when I saw a woman
dressed in black. 1 either accosted her, or she accosted me
— it is immaterial which, as 1 was in such a state, that I

should not have waited to think who it was. I do not re-

member what I said ; but she told some gentlemen who went

to make inquiries, that I a.sked her if she could give me a

nio-ht's lodging, or tell me where I could procure one, as 1 was

without friends, &c. She took me into the house. How I

got in, I do not know. There was a flight of stairs, but I

have no recollection of going up those stairs. I remember

nothing distinctly that passed during the whole time, till 1

was taken awav, except that I drank ; but what I drank, or

how much, or how often, I know nothing. I ha%-e some idea

that a man came there while I was there, because 1 felt afraid

of him. I have no recollection of going out at all, after I

firbt went in <m Friday evening, although it is said that I was

seen on Saturday evening. I have no recollection either of

foincT out or of coming in ; and if I di<l it, I don't know how

did°it I have no recollection of eating at all, although the

woman told that I did eat, and asked a blessing, and also that

I praved. I have no remembrance of this. I do not remem-

ber purchasing a shirt, although I had a strange shirt on me
•when I was taken awav. The time that I spent in that place

seems to me like a horrible dream — a nightmare — a some-

thing that I cannot describe. 1 have so little recollection of

what transpired, that when I came out, I could not tell for
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my life how long 1 had been there, and was astounded when
I found that I had been there so long. When Mr. Camp
came into the house, I remember that I felt as if relief had
come, and I said to him, ' Oh, take me away from this I ' I

felt glad that some one had come. He asked me, how I came
there. I told him, a man had put something in a glass of
soda, which had crazed me. He asked me his name. I gave
it to him as he gave it to me, as near as I can recollect.

Another man came in with Mr. Camp ; then Mr. Hayes came
in, and took me in a carriage to Mr. Hurlbut's house, where
I received the kindest care and attention, during the most
severe trial of bodily suffering and mental agony I ever ex-
perienced in my life. During the whole of my sickness, I did
not call for liquor, nor do I remember that I felt any desire or
craving for it.

This is my statement; to the truth of which I am willing

to stand through life, in the hour of death, and at the Judg-
ment seat. In making this statement, I do it not to palliate

or excuse myself, but to tell the truth. It would have been
much easier for me, if I had gone voluntarily and delibe-

rately and drank, to have acknowledged it, and asked the
forgiveness of the public, and thrown myself on their mercy.
But the all-seeing God knows, and I know, that it was not
so ; and my position is a peculiar one, because I have no
proof that my statement is correct. Many will doubt ; some
will believe; and I can say, that those who know me best,

will believe me first. It hks been said by some, that I used
opium. Now I declare that I never had a particle of opium
in my mouth in my hfe, to my knowledge. I never saw a
piece but once, to know what it was, and that was at Nor-
wich, at Mr. Breckenridge's store. He showed me a piece,

because I wished to see it. With regard to the man who
asked me to take the soda— he is a man, I should judge,
about forty years of age, rather short, and, I noticed, slightly

pitted with the small-pox. Having no suspicions, I took no
more notice. With regard to the putting something in the

glass, I am as confident that he did it as if I had seen him;
though what it was, I do not know. The man who attended
the fountain, I have not the shghlest idea knew anything
about it.

Who this Jonathan Williams is, I do not know. I do not
remember ever working with him, and I told him so. I know
not whether that is his right name. I have my suspicions
that he came into the city the same night that I did, and left

soon after the Friday that I was found, and that the whole
thing was arranged before he accosted me. However it be,

I feel that the whole matter will yet be made plain ; that by
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gome means or other, in the providence of God, the truth of

my statement respecting this man will bo made as clear as

the sun. May God forgive him, for the wrong he has done

me. With regard to the house in which I was found, it is

said to be a house of ill-fame. I have understood that it was
not; but be that as it may, had it been the most notorious

house in the city, and I had seen one of its inmates, being ia

the state that I was in when I met this woman, I should have

gone with her. I had no intention of going to such a house.

All I wanted was rest; and I have every reason to believe,

that I should have asked no questions, or made no objections

to any plac*^.

And new, in view of the past, I can say with Job, 'For

the thing which I greatly feared, has come upon me ; and
that of whi:;h I was afraid, is come unto me.' I have fallen

;

and keenly feeling this, I am willing to lie prostrate in the

dust where this fall has put me. I do not presume to say

that I am not to blame. I was to blame to go with a stranger

;

but when he spoke of my being too proud, I do not know but

I would have gone anywhere with him. But still I was to

blame. I may be considered also to blame for getting that

brandy, giving way to my desires for it ; but, if bitter tears of

repentance, and earnest prayers, for forgiveness, for that of

which I might have been guilty while under strong excite-

ment, will avail through the mercy of Christ, I shall be for-

given. To the Temperance friends I am willing to bow ; I

am willing to be called the meanest of all engaged in the

great cause ; I am willing to bear with meekness their cen-

sure. To my brethren in the Church, I am willing that they
should do wi'th me, and by me, as they in their judgment may
decide, submitting to them in all things as they will. To
those who may be prejudiced against me, I blame you not

for disbelieving my statement. I blame you not for all that

you may say against me. By God's help, I will endeavor so

to live that you will respect me, and, by more earnest prayer

and watchfulness, so to maintain my integrity, that I shall

win your confidence. To those editors of papers who have
mentioned my sad case with sympathy and consideration, I

can sav, that gratitude is a little word for my feelings towards
you. In the bitter cups there are some mercy drops ; my
life is spared, my reason is spared. The hearts of my friends

are not shut up against me. For these mercies I trust I feel

thankful ; and whatever may be my future situation in life,

I pray God that I may so live as to honor the profession that

I have made ; that I may be more humble, feel more my de-

pKsndence on God, and by h.s grace become a more firm, con-
sistent, uncompromising foe tO strong drink, in all its forms,
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than 1 ever have been before. I might ^vi-ite much more, but
I do not think it is necessary. I should have prepared this
before, but wished to write every word myself, and sign my
name. I have been, and still am, very weak and feeble.

This is the only statement that has ever been put forth in
writing by me ; and I leave it with the public. Mav God as-
sist them to judge aright in the matter.

J. B. GOUGH.

REPORT.

At a regular meeting of the Mount Vernon Congregational
Church, Boston, holden at their Chapel, on Friday evening,
October 31st, 1S45, the Examining Committee, agreeable to
their instructions, presented a Report on the case of our
brother, John B. Gough, as follows, to wit

:

The undersigned, appointed by the Examining Commit-
tee, September 17th, 1S45, to investigate the circumstances
connected with the case of our brother, John B. Gough, and
report the facts, so far as they could ascertain them, to the
Church, submit the following as the result of their inquiries :

On the 10th of September, brother Gough returned to his
residence in Roxbury, and on the 22d the Committee had an
interview with him, in which he related the circumstances of
his case, as given in detail in his statement, which has been
published, (a copy of which is hereto annexed,*) and which
was read in the church meeting, September 26th, when, by
a formal vote, the p]xamining Committee were instructed to
inquire thoroughly into the case.

Since the publication of this statement, more than a month
ago, the Committee have improved every opportunity to
elicit facts which might confirm or contradict it. With this
end, New York has been visited, w-here, commencing at the
Croton Hotel, by an interview with its gentlemanly propri-
etor, the investigation was pursued to Thompson's, where, as
is represented, they first stopped for soda, through Broadway
and Chambers street to the shop in which it was probably
drank ; then, in company with officer Hayes, to the house in
Walker street, with as full an examination into the circum-
stances of his connexion with that dwelling, and his rescue

* This Report was written on a sheet containing Mr.
Gough's statement.
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from it, as could be made by conversation with the women
who inhabit it, and the officer who conveyed him to the hos-

pitable mansion of Mr. Hurlbut, at Brooklyn. That gentle-

man, who so hnmanely nursed and sheltered him, made a

minute statement of the manner in which he was brought to

his dwelling, the state he was in while there, and his condi-

tion on leaving. The physician who attended him through

his sickness at Brooklyn, very kindly communicated his view

of the case while under his care, with the symptoms of his

disease, and mode of treatment. Three or four other gen-

tlemen, who had taken a deep interest in the matter, and

been at great pains to ascertain the facts, were called on and

conversed with.
.

From all that could be gathered in these various ways, by

an examination a,s thorough and impartial as could be made,

the Committee are constrained to believe that the published

statement of brother Gough is a frank and artless declara-

tion of the truth. This opinion is confirmed by the inter-

views we have had with him and his physician, during his

sickness at Roxbury.
There are, indeed, difficulties in coming to this conclusion,

and the case must yet remain in some degree of mystery.

Still, tlve-fact that an account of the affair, going so much

into d'etail, should have been so extensively read and criti-

cised, for more than a month, and that none of his enemies,

even, have been able to contradict it in a single particular, is

stron'o- presumptive evidence of its truth.

Assuming, then, as the Committee are prepared to do,

the truth of this published statement, is the position of our

brother Gough, as presented therein, such an one as requires

anv censure from the Church ? A man of more prudence

would have hesitated before drinking soda with a stranger.

A man whose habits in early life had always been regular

and temperate, might not have been stimulated to madness

bv such a libation. And a man of less nervous temperament

might have found some lucid moments for reflection during

such a week of horrid aberration of mind. But, in judging

of the moral character of the conduct of another, our deci-

sion must be regulated by what we know of the physical

propensities and natural temperament of his particular con-

stitution. With such allowance, then, as Christian charity

requires us to make, on this score, to all, we are brought to

the conclusion, that there has been nothing in this unhappy

affair which ought to affect tke standing of our brother

Gough, as a member of the Church of Christ. His apparent

remorse, and 'earnest prayer for forgiveness for that of

which he might have been guilty while under strong excite-
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ment,' are not inconsistent, we think, with the idea that ho
is free from voluntary crime in the matter. To have fallen,

by any means, from the enviable position in which brother
Gough stood before the public, previous to this occurrence,
might have involved in the deepest humiliation a mind less

sensitive than his. To awake, as from a nightmare, with a
vague recollection of having passed through scenes which, iu
former days, had been connected with guilt and shame,
would naturally inflict upon any tender conscience the sting

of remorse.
In conclusion, the Committee are of the opinion, that no

action of the Church is demanded in relation to the matter;
and they commend to the continued confidence and sym-
pathy of his brethren, one whom God has heretofore honored
as an instrument of doing much to withstand the progress of
sin, and who now has been permitted to fall into fiery trials,

which, we trust, may but fit him more perfectly to serve his

Master on Earth, or in Heaven.

DANIEL SAFFORD,
JULIUS A. PALMER.

Boston, October 29, 1845.'

The above Report, having been read, was, by an /unani

mous vote, accepted, and the Clerk directed to furnish Mr.
Grough with an attested copy. /

A true copy,— Attest,

Albert Hobart, Clerk.

(f.
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